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Auer 1345. 


ur TH? RIGHT HON, HENRY FOX, LATE LORD 
HOLLAND, 


O! Where are all the winds,? O! who will ſeize | 
And bear me gaſping to ſome northern breeze? 

Or weſtward to yon Pyrenæans go 

Lay me where lies the yet unmelted ſnow. . 

O! my fouls panting wiſh in mid-day dreams! 

O! native ſoil ! O! verdure, woods, and ſtreams, 
Where are ye? And thou! lovely Redlynch ! where 

Thy graſſy proſpects, and thy vernal air? | 

O! ſend thy ſpacious waters to my aid, 

Lend me thy lofty elm's protecting ſhade z 


Vor. II. B . Hence- 


1 
Henceforth within thy limits let me live 
O! England! injured climate! I forgive 
Thy ſpleen · inflicting miſts, thy gloomy days, | 
Fit think thy clouds but intercept ſuch rays | 
As now rage here, before whoſe hoſtile blaze 
The waters ſhrink, withers herb, fruit, and grain, 
And the blood throbs in the diſtemper's vein, 
80 ſhall I pleaſed behold thy low'ring ſkles, 
Contented ſee thy thickeſt fogs ariſe, 
For e'en to thy November's arms, to ſhun 
This painful heat, with tranſport would I run. 


HAVING WON AT HAZARD, 
ON TWELYTH NIGHT, AT COURT» 
BY THE SAME. 


IN all we ſay, or write, or do 

We ſtill have beauty in our view. 

Before a Knight the liſts will enter 

Some Dulcinea bids him venture, 

To whom, if haply he ſucceed, 

He ftrait imputes the glorious deed ; 

Twas not his ſtrength or ſkill in arms, 

But his bright Dame's ſuperior charms, 

Thus when we read in modern wars 

By Pandours, Croats, and Huflars, . 
| How 
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How towns are ſtorm'd, how ſquadrons fall; 


"Tis their Queen's beauty does it all, 
This truth does in Religion hold, 
How languid here! how faint! how cold 
But mark the Catholic's devotion, . - 
And who can paint his ſtrong emotion. 
Adoring, while his prayer he's urging, 
A Raphael's, or a Guido's virgin? 
This truth's in Poetry ſo known 
That, leſt no Miſtreſs of his own 
Should deign to guide the Poet's quill, . 
The Muſes ply on Pindus? hill! 
With face, and form, and voice divine, 
And he may have his choice of nine. 
Thus, knowing well this maxim, Fox 
Could not be brought to touch the box, 
Till lovely Pembroke lent her aid, 
And ſmiled upon him as he played, 
To ſhew ſhe was fincere too, went 
I think they ſay, twas two per cent. 
Tas then inſpired the dice he threw, 
*Twas then, as if her mind they knew, . 
The dice in quick obedience flew, 
But as all joys are mix'd with care, 
He fancies now it ſcarce was fair 
(Hard fate ! if ſpite of follies paſt 


He for a ſharper paſs at laſt ;) 
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Yet if he knew in Fortune's ſcale 
Superior _ would prevail, 
* chance had Harrington or N ade, 

s they found ſome lovely maid 
Whoſe charms might Pendbroke's charms excell? 
And where ſuch prodigy ſhould dwell, ho 1 
Nor Heav'n, nor Earth, nor Muſe can tell. 


WITH A CHINA CHAMRER TOT, 
FH | TO THE COUNTESS OF HILLSBOROUGH, 


- BY THE SAME. 


Too proud, too delicate to tell her wants 

i Her lover gueſſes them, and gladly grants ; 

i The wiſh that he ſtill trembles to explain 

* She long has known, but bids him wiſh in vain 
| With tlas inceſſant he laments his caſe, 


#! 
| Aud -3n "ave ſmall occafion for this vaſe. 
4 Go en eath her bed or toilet ſtand, 
Bu tier rea be near at hand; 
| re „ ner notige then, then take your fill, 
| er tidy hand ſhould ſpill, 


© 0: .,0- pagne ſupply the ſource, 
1 tu the rapid courſe, 


Who 
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Who talks of the Pierian ſpring or ſtream? 
But ſtop dear Muſe, leſt on th' enchanting theme 
My warm imagination ſhould proceed ad 
To what you muſt not write, ſhe muſt-not read. 
Kings-zate, 1704. 


ON RETURNING FROM ITALY, IN 1767. 


BY THE SAME. 
. | 


Mufis amicus triſlitia n & metus 
Tradam proter ves in mare breticum- 
Portare wentis. 


'Trus Holland ſpoke, as from the ſummit vaſt 
Of Cenis, eaſtward his fond eyes I he caſt : 
Regions of health adieu! to you I owe 

Doctors diſmiſs'd, with their whole train of woe. 
Regions of health adieu! you knew t' aſſuage 
The ills of fickneſs, and encreaſing age, 

When ſhatter'd nerves that worſt of evils brought, 
Spleen, that to mis'ry ſwells each anxious thought, 
Your clondleſs ſky diſperſed it, and I find 
With health reſtored, ſerenity of mind, 
White-liver'd Grenville, and felf-loving Gower 
Shall never cauſe one peeviſh moment more; 

Not that Heir ſpite required I ſhould repair 

To ſouthern climates and a warmet air, 

Slight was the pain ey gave, and ſhort it's date; 
found I could not both deſpiſe and hate. 


B 3 Bat, 
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But, Rigby, what did I for thee endure 2 

Thy ſerpent's tooth admitted of no cure; 

Loft converſe never thought of without tears! 
Loſt promiſed hope of my declining years! 

O ! what a heavy taſk *tis to remove | 
Th' accuſtomed ties of confidence and love ? 
Friendſhip, in anguiſh, turn*d away her face, 
While cunning Int'reſt ſneer'd at her diſgrace, 
And what has he, miſtaken Man ! obtain'd 

For broken faith? for truth and honour ſtain'd ? 
Shelburne, and Calcrsft—O ! the holy band 

See, ſee, with Gorber caballing where they ſtand ; 
O! may nor time, nor accident divide 

This knot, by mutual love of virtue tied. 

It will not be—for lo! the words ſcarce ſpoke 
The league confirming, but the league was broke, 
Soon Sbelburne's falſehood taught thee to repent, 
Then Rigby, why didſt thou not then relent ? 
But I was doomed to long and bitter grief, 

Till time, and Italy have brought relief, , 

F Drawn ev'ry ſting of mem'ry from my breaſt, 

| s And ſoothed each paſſion of my foul to reſt, 

| ö Nor do I go in dread of a return, 


Again to truſt falſe friends, again to mourn ; 

0 But fear and ſorrow to the weſtern breeze 

To be tranſported to yon* Cretan ſeas 

1 give; reſolved my cloſe of life to ſpend 

1 In idle Chearfulneſs, the Muſe's friend, | 

| CHARLOTTE. 
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CHARLOTT E. AN ELE G. 
FROM THE SORROWS OF WERTER. 
BY THE RIGHT HON, LORD VISCOUNT BELGRAVE, 
WIRE rugged cliffs uprear their an Wande, 
A ſullen ſtream winds thro* Cimmerian glades ; 


Near which full many a willow ſpreads its boughs, 
And bending o'er,. the urn of Werter ſhades.. 


To this ſad fpot, at midnight's ſolemn hour,. 
Would Charlotte oft with trembling ſtep repair, 
Nor e'er forget to twine each faireſt flower, 
Or weep, or offer up to heaven her prayer. 


The glimmering moon ſhone faintly from on high, 
And half. diſclos'd, half veil'd the awful ſcene : 
No voice prophane diſturb'd Night's majeſty, 
But all was huſh'd, all tranquil, all ſerene. 


When the lorn maid, true to the taſk-of woe, 
' Beſide her Werter's reliques took her ſtand ;: 
And while th* unbidden tears began to flow, | 
And the flowers dropt from her unconſcious hand; 


FR | Receive, 


SP 


Receive, ſhe cried, this tributary wreath, 
Happy ! to-morrow's dawn ſhall ſee thee Fade, 

Noon mark thee ſhrinkin g from its burning breath, 

And the grey eve behold thee quite decay'd. 


But when decay'd, thou wak'ſt to life no more 
My woe, alas! wakes with the day's return; 

Oh! could it ſleep life's lingering remnant o'er, 
And like thee never know a ſecond morn, 


How vain my prayers no gentle Sleep deſcends, 
To ſhed his poppies o'er a nation's eyes: 


But not my couch the partial power attends, 


Nor ftays my tears, nor calms my burſting ſighs, 


Reſtleſs I tart, and by the moon's pale gleam, 
To thefe lone deſarts bend my dreary way. 

Ah! never, wiſer, by thy hallow'd ſtream, 
May wretch ſo loſt to hope, to comfort ſtray ! 


There was a time, when ſluſh'd with young defire, 
I rang'd with gladſome foot thy meads along; 
At vacant eve led up the village choir, 
And made thy banks re-echo to my ſong. 


But now Love's golden hour is paſs'd for aye, 
Golden it was to my unwary fight : 

Fond wretch ! I dreamt not that beneath it lay 
Such hidden ſcenes of anguiſh bearing night, 


Why 


13 1 


Why was I born to taſte of endleſs grief, 
44 
' he ſport of fortune, and of fate to prove, 
Yet know no lenient-power can bring relief ? 
Ah, what of happineſs I've loſt by love! 


Raſh hapleſs youth! But the ſtorm raves no more; 
Peaceful in duſt, the long long night you ſleep : 

Remorſe, deſpair, e'en love with you is o'er, | 
While Charlotte ſtill endures—to wake and weep. 


Say, from yon hoary ſteep that braves the ſtorm, 
(Whoſe rough ſides groan amidſt the angry main,) 

Is it a crime to caſt this wretched form, 
And end a life of miſery and pain ? 


It is, it is.—Each frantic ſtart forgot, 
Reſign'd to woe I wait its progreſs here; 
Here, while I feed the melancholy thought, 
Breathe the deep ſigh, and drop the impaſſion'd tear. 


And you, ye willowe, mourning o'er his urn, 
With cloſe embraces guard your ſacred truſt ; 

Ah! ne'er aſide your mingling branches turn, 

For never ſhall ye ſhade more generous duſt, 


Mourn on, nor ſtay your ſympathizing tears ; 
Oh! were I one of you, a willow green, 

With care I'd watch o'er his lov'd urn for years, 
And ſpread freſh foliage round the ſolemn ſcene; 


5 BZBut 


| Deſpair and anguiſh reign ; Death hovers nigh, 


High winds aroſe, and woe's imperfe ſound: 


E 


But why ſhould I my Werter's fate lament? 
His ſoul to happier realms has wing'd its way, 
And while I weep in theſe cloſe limits pent, 
Baſks in the ſplendor of eternal day. 


Away with ſorrow's unavailing figh ! 
My lot is caſt, Within my tortur'd breaſt, 


Yet ftill delays to ſoothe my cares to reſt, 


Yet trembled on the love - lorn Charlotte's tongue; 
Rough roars the increaſing ſtorm, the rocks rebound, 
And vivid lightnings glare the woods among. 


Placid, ſhe lifts her ſwollen eyes to heaven, 
With ſuch a look as ſpoke her ſorrows o'er, 
Then claſp'd the urn, then pray'd to be forgiven, 
Then met the lightning's flaſh, and=breath'd no 
more ! 
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AN ODER "AFTER THE ANTIENT GREEX MODEL, 
ADDRESSED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD 
VISCOUNT BELGRAVE, ON HI6 LEAVING nA 
ow. | 

Nunc in ovilia 

Demzfit hofleme wividus impetus, - 
M in reluflantes Dracones | 
Egit amor dapis atque pug næ. Hos, - 
s TROPH E, I, 
T Hate the mind 
That, fraught with ſtrength beyond het years, 
Shrinks from the poſt- by heaven affign'd, 
Repell'd by flaviſh doubts and fears: 
That, indolentfy. prudent, ftays X 
*Till age-matures her early powers, 
And waſtes, amidſt ſuch dull delays, 
Youth's vigorous, . unabated hours. 
O blind! to think ſuch bleſſings given 
| By fav'ring heaven 
To fleep for years, 
Like the dull lamps in Sepulchres, 
Which never, till decay'd, ſhew the pale ſire 
That ſtruggles into day, to glimmer, and expire. 
Does the young eagle wait till time | 
Spreads the full plumage o'er his breaſt; 
And, till empower'd to ſoar ſublime, - 

Cling coy and trembling to his neſt ? 

. B 6 No! 
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No !—burſting from the parent ſhell, 
In mimic flights his wings he plies, T4 
And, riſing from the lowly dell, 
His power in ſhort excurſions tries : 
Till, many a height ſubdu'd, at length 
(His courage growing with his ſtrength) 
He takes a loftier ſtand, and towers away 
To meet the noon-tide ſun in the full blaze of day. 


ANTISTROPHE TI. 


Yet ſome there are 
Who (prompted by this. heaven-born flame 
That bids th' undaunted ſpirit dare, 
And e'en from Envy wreſt a name) 
While the light ſports of childhood Taft, 
Dwell on a ſomething yet unknown, 
And, nobly ſpurning ac the paſt, 
Believe the future all their own: 
Belgrave: this praiſe to thee belongs, 
Whoſe earlieſt ſongs 
Were richly fraught 
With the ſirong ſeeds of lateſt thought, 
With aſpirations to that deathleſs fame 


= 


| Which to acquire is great; is greatneſs but to 


claim, 


Have 


C-37 3 
Have I not trac'd thy * youthful lays: 
From tender tales of tender things, 
To themes more worthy of the bays, 
To loftier notes from louder ſtrings ? 
From Colin's love, and Chloe's hate, 
Where pity ſmooth'd the liquid: line, 
To maddening Phedra's dreadful fate, 
And the ſad tale of Thebes divine; 
Where elegance and ſtrength combin'd 
To raviſh and aſtound the mind 
With ſtrains like thoſe that charm'd th' Athenian 
throng, | ; 
When the full chorus roſe to all the. power of ſong. 
EPODE 1. ; 
O yet proceed! and when to Cam's flow ſtream 
( (Haunt of the ſacred nine) thy ſteps retire, 
Cheriſh with growing care th' harmonious theme, 
And, born to wield it, reverence the lyre; 
For, echoing from its tuneful ſtrings ; 
Love, pleaſure, knowledge, virtue ſprings, 
All that can poliſh, can reſine, 
And raiſe the human nature to divine, 
Yet not to Melody for aye confin'd,—, 
An tour will come when the lov'd lyre muſt reſt, 
When other cares ſhall. occupy the-mind, 
And other paſſions agitate the breaſt ; 


* Harrow Exerciſes. 


The 


„ 
The-patriot's fire, the poet's warmth controul, 
And thy dear country's loye monopolize thy ſoul, 


r ROPHE 18; 


From court's remov'd, 


What tho' thy anceſtors have ſought 
The calm, unruffled hour they lov'd, 
In the lone vale and filent grot ; 


And pomp, and power, unenvying, view'd 


From their hereditary ſeat ; 
Where, well content with being good, 
They left to others to be great ! 
Yet thou, for active virtue form'd, 
And nobly warm'd, . 
By Heaven's own fire, 
Should'ſt to more gen'ral praiſe aſpire ; 
Their worth, their merits, were to few confin'd, 
Let thine diffafive ſpread, and comprehend mankind. 
Bleſt youth! whoſe retroſpective eye, 
Thro' the long annals of his race, 
Can no inherent ſtain eſpy 
To tinge with ſhame his glowing face! 
For ftill each fire his offspring's breaſt 
With every gen'rous paſſion fraught, 
While his own life more deep impreſs'd 
The blamelefs lore his precepts taught. 


Thus 


1 
Thus ages ſaw, from ſon to ſon, 


Th' hereditary virtues run, 
Truth, juſtice, honour, flouriſh round their feat, 


And ſanQify repoſe, and make retirement great. 


ANTISTROPHE 1. 


And yet not all 
Reclin'd ſerene amidſt alarms ; 
There were, who, at their country's call, 
Sprang lightly forth, and ruſh'd to arms, 
O bring the bay! the poplar bring, 
That bends o'er Deva's winding wave! 
Bring every flower that paints the ſpring, 
To deck that “ honeſt Patriot's grave; - 
Who, when a Prieſt-rid bigot 4 ſtrove 
To tower above 
I be reach of laws, 
And woo'd him to ſupport his cauſe 
With titles, honours, —ſpurn'd the alluring bait, 
Blind to the tyrant's ſmile, and reckleſs of his 
threat, 
Ye hallow'd !' ye harmonious choir ! | 
That chaunt the Chief's, the Patriot's praife, 
The meaneft of your fons inſpire | 
To blaze his worth in nobleſt lays ; 


® See the Baronetage of England, 
F James the Second, 


And 


( 20 3 
Aud thou, illuſtrious Shade, receive, l 
Tho? late, this tributary line, 4B 
So may thy name for ever live, = 
And growing honours grace thy ſhrine ; 
So, while thy bright examples fire, 
May he, for whom I wake the lyre, 
With dauntleſs voice aſſert his country's right, 
By flattery unſeduc'd, unaw'd by lawleſs might. 


SE CDS ihe 


Yes, Belgrave, ſoon, O! ſoon ſhalt thou appear, 
Out- ſtriꝑping cautious Time's too tedious pace; 
E'en now I ſee thee firſt in Fame's career, | 
And pant from far thy arduous paths to trace : 
J ſee thee guard the general weal g 
From fagtious power, from frantic zeal, 
See thee ſupport, yet.watch, the throne, 
And in the people's freedom ſeek thy owu. 
While you, thtiice happy fire, from Eaton's * bowers 
(Midſt whoſe. paternal ſhades you joy to ſpend, 
In calm repoſe, life's beſt and deareſt hours) 
Shall hear his praiſe on every fide aſcend ; 
And, while your ſteacy judgment owns his claim, 
Rejoice in his applauſe, and triumph in his fame. 


| .. The Scat of dhe Earl Groſyenor in Chethire, 


A TENE- 
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'*A TENEMENT' TO BE LET. 


BT * #*##*###*#*#*%* poo. 


O YEZ ! This is, that all may learn, 
Whom it may happen to concern, 
To any lady, not a wife, 
Upon a leafe, to laſt for life, 
By auction will be let this day, 
And enter'd on ſome time in May, 
A vacant heart; not ornamented 
On plans by Cheſterfield invented, | 
A plain, old- faſhion'd habitation, _ , 
Subſtantial without decoration, _ 
Large, and with room for friends to ſpare z ; 
Well-fituate, and in good repair. 
Alſo the furniture; as fiche, Vs 
Hopes, fears, oaths, pray'rs, and ſome few—lics, 
Odes, ſonnets, elegies, and ſongs, 
With all, that to th* above belongs, 
Alſo,—what ſome might have been glad 
Tho? in a ſeparate lot to have had,— ; 
A good rich ſoil of-hopeful nature, 
Six meaſur'd acres (feet) of ſtature. - , 
® Theſe verſes, with many fimilar advert'ſements in profe, 
were ſpoken at a private Maſquerade, ' in th: character of 2 
Town-eryer, | 


Likewiſe 
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Likewiſe, another lot — an heap 
Of tatter'd modeſty, quite cheap. 
This with the reſt would have been ſold's 
But that by ſeveral we were told, 
If put up with the heart, the price 
Of that it much might prejudice. 

Note well; th' eſtate, if manag'd ably, 
May be improv'd conſiderably. 
Love is our money, to be paid 
Whenever entry ſhall be made ; 
And therefore have we fix'd the day 
For entering, in the month of May. 
But if the buyer of the above, 
Can on the ſpot pay ready love, 
Hereby the owner makes profeſſion, 
She inſtantly ſhall have poſſeſſion, 
The higheſt bidder be the buyer. 
You may know further of THz MYR. 


IMITATION OF CATULLUS.. 


BY THE SAME. 


Whr will my wanton maid enquire, 


How many kiſſes I defire ? 


Go, count the conſcious ſtars, that ſee. 
How fond I nightly ſteal to.thee ;, 


f a3 1 


Count every beaming glare, that flies 
From thoſe more radiant ſtarg—thy eyes: 
Count every pant, that heavy thy breaſt, 
When to my panting boſom preſt ; * 
Go, count the loves, that, ambuſh'd dwelk 
In every dimple's roſy dell, 

Or, fluttering, play on frolic wings 
Through every treſs that drops in rings: 
Count every charm of every kind, 10 
That decks t hy face, thy form, thy mind; 
Then, Leſbia, nor till then enquire, 


„ R ON D E A U. 
ur THE SAME» 


Yours, Jenny, yours in every thought, 
At length this fickle heart is caught : ; 
This heart, that broke kind Kitty's chain; 
Tho* ſtudious to prevent my pain, 


® This is the only legitimate Rondeau, in the language. It was 
written at the requeſt of a friend to exemplify the ſyſtem of 
rhymes, the diviſion of ſtanzas, and the laws of the return, 
according to the practice of Voiture, and the other French vri - 
ters, who have moſt excelled in this laborious kind of trifling. 


— 


What 
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What you deny, ſhe gave unſought. , 
And, if to my embrace were brought - | 
She, for whom Greecgg and Ilion fought, 
Ev'n her for you would I diſdain, | 
| Yours, Jenny, yours! 


Then meet my paſſion, as you ought ;, 
Nor aim, in vain coquetry taught, 
By coy, caprice to fix your reign, 
If I whole months muſt ſue, to gain 
What can in every ftrcet be bought; 1 
N Yours, Jenny, yours !. 


ON THE 'AUTHOR's BIRTHDAY. 


E785 BY THE SAM. 


| Now from the erient o'er the laughing earth- 
13 The ſun obliquely darts his ruddy ray, 
And in unclouded glory leads the day, 
That firſt auſpicious dawn'd upon my birth: 


Yet not with ſongs of joy, and feſtive mirth. 
Can I this riſing day falute, as they, 
Who, when they turn their actions to ſurvey, 
With every added year ſee added worth, 
Me, 
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Me, as my noon of manhood haſtens on, 
Fierce and more fierce, the heats of paſſion burn 
In vain with many a fleeting cloud o'ercafſt ; 
For ſoon the tranſitory gloom is gone, 
And ſoon forth-breaking bright, thoſe heats return, 
Till the cool eve of weſterin gage to * 


S Q:N N: . 


TO MRS, H. ON TUE. BIKTH OA SON, 
BY THE SAME, 


FIERCE are the pangs, that rend the tortur'd frame, 
When from the lab'ring womb, th' encreaſing 
throes 
To lite at length the ſtruggling birth diſcloſe 
To woman ſuch the doom eternal came. 


But who the counſels of thi all-wiſe ſhall blame ? 
From pleaſure pain, from paiu too pleaſure flows, 

And now the joy, which in thy boſom glows, 
Fix'd on that infant-form, thy eyes proclaim, 


O may that joy the teſt of years abide 3 
May never Siren vices flattering ſtrain, 
Furn him from Virtuc's ſteady courſe afide ! 


May 
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May he with pious hand thy age ſuſtain, 
Like “ her, who now in beauty's opening pride 

With ready duty chears this hour of pain. 


WRITTEN Ar —— N SAMPHF, 


BY THE SAME, 


AS Nature fondly view'd with conſcious pride 
This airy brow, with waving foreſts crown'd, 
. Th* expanſe of varied green, and hills, that 


bound 
The rich domain, © Mine be the praiſe,” ſhe cried, 


„Not thine alone, my ſiſter, Art replied : 
&« I cloath'd in livelier green the various ground; 
„And here with circling rn this brow em · 

brown'd, 
«© There ſpotted with thin ſhade yon mountain's 
fide,” 


— <- — 241 


D 
— 


«* Yes ;” Nature ſaid ; © with thee that praiſe I ſhare; 
© View then this beauty where alone I reign ; 
© Where Art has added, and can add no grace,” 


—— — 
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*. A daughter of Mrs. H. ſince married to an Officer, now in 


the Eaſt Indies, 
Her 


— — 


{C4 
Her haughty rival with the inſulting air 
Of mockery turn'd ; but, when upon the plain 
dhe ſaw * Selina, bluſhing, veil'd her face. 


58 ON N E M. 


WRITTEN AT THE SAME PLACE THE BIRTH 
OF TWINS, 


BY THE SAME. 


O 8PRUNG of virtuous, and of gentle race! 
Sweet buds of infancy, whoſe ſecret roots 
Together ſpread their inter- mingled ſhoots, 
Though now ye branch diſſever'd from th* em- 

brace.! 


As now the bloom unfolding on the face 
With fond preſage my friendly muſe ſalutes, 
So may your minds too bloſſom ; may the fruits 
Of wiſe and good your riper ſeaſon grace ! 


O brothers, whom, as yet unborn ye lay, 
Nature united ! may no treacherous wiles 
Of foes divide you, no domeſtic ſtrife. 


* Wife of the Centlem'n, whoſe ſeat is the ſubjedt of the 


ſonnet. 


Strive 
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Strive only, which ſhall beſt with love repay 
Her love, who fondly gazing on your ſmiles 
Forgets in joy the pangs, that gave you life. 


ran N E T. 


TO by B. FAMILY OF BRISTOL, 


BY THE SAME. 


P EACE to this roof ! Nor can the wiſh be vain, 
Where choice approves, whom nature bade be 
dear ; | 


Where Filial Duty builds on love * beat, 
And Pow'r Paternal on the will his _— 


Peace to the boſoms of this virgin train! 


When Love from Mary's lute laments, no tear 

Tell ever, that ye know thoſe pangs ſevere; 

No ſigh breathe diſcord on your mingled ſtrain. 
Live happy you. I (ſuch tho? imperious law 4 

Of ſtrong neceſſity) for that repoſe, : 

Which here my pray'rs divide, in vain yu pine: 
For in th' infociat cloyſter doom'd to * ki 

My lingering days, while yet this boſom glows 

With yoqrhul ardour, how can peace be mine? 

SONNET, 


- LL 


SBS OHUNnkttS 


FROM THE ITALIAN, 
BY THE SAM. 


YE gales, that gently fan the ſmiling ſky, 
And, ſtealing from the flow'rs their odorous dews 
With wiles of wanton blandiſhment, diffuſe 

The gather'd ſhow'r of fragrance, as ye fly 


Ye verdant vales, and ſtreams, that murmur by, 
Fit haunts, which amorous Sorrow well might 
_ chuſe, | * 
Who bade your conſcious echees to my muſe 
Each whiſper'd hope, each faulter'd fear reply: 


Thoſe conſeious echoes I no more to tale 
Of woe ſhall wake; fince o'er my manlier mind 
Firm reaſon holds again her calm controul, 


Yet, tho' no more to loaely grief reſign'd 


I wander here to weep ; not leſs my ſoul 
This cool, this murmur loves, theſe verdant vales, 


Vor. II. C ODE 


—  _ ARE... _—_— — — 
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TO A WESTMINSTER JUSTICE ON HIS LEAVING 
OFF HIS WIG, © | 


BY THE SAME, 


Wig Coquiture 
I; 


It tho' a Juſtice, in your mind 
Soft pity yet a place can find, 
With pity ſoothe my ſorrow : 
Your faithful ſervant late was I: 
And, did my pride aſpire fo high, 
The name of friend might borrow, 


II, 


Think, when your worſhip ſate to prove 
His guilt, whom hunger, or whom loye 
Prick'd forth to rob, or raviſh ; ,, 
How gravely wiſe I look'd, and big, 

Scarce envy ing e'en a judge s wig 
Of curls and powder layiſh ! 


III. How, 


1 31 1 
Ul. 


How, * when the conſcious door was lock'd ; 
When at your breaſt the charmen$ock'd | 
Her piſtol unexpected ; 4 
Secure myſelf, alarm'd for you, „* 
Az if upon your head I grew; 
Each briſtle I erected ! 


IV. 


When claret gave theſe cares repoſe, 
+ Sleek as the wiſdom on your noſe 
I ſhone; and claim ſome meti 
That rais'd behind, and leering fly 
In arch diſorder o'er one eye, 
I gave each glance new ſpirit. 


V. 


But ' tis to pleaſe the fair, you ſay, 
That I am thrown, deſpis'd, away: 


The adventure here intimated, actual y happen'd as his 
Worſhip, in his care of the police, was making private ſearch ene 
evening, at the lodgings of a Maryboae impure. : 


+ When the jovial claret flows, 
And wiſdom ſhines upon the noſe, &c. 
Old Cate], 


C 2 & Your 


"5 
4% Your hair will look far ſprucer.“ 


And hope you yet the fair to pleaſe? 
Think, ere you form deſigns, like theſe, 


1 Scarce halfÞtail have you, Sir. 


. 


97, 

Yet if the cruel doom be ſeal'd, 

-O! deftine not theſe locks to yield 
To moths and mice attacking ; 

If I no more your head muſt grace, 


To adorn your feet be now my place, 
Ally of brug and blacking. 


t I have not been able to learn whether there be any particular 
alluſion in this line: but I have ſometimes ſuſpected, that his 
worſhip may, perhaps, bear ſeme ſecret reſemblance either to 
Aguiari or G. $——n, For the hiſtory of the latter, ſee the 
critigiſms on the Rolliad, W. 10. 
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ADDRESSED TO THE LATE 


LADY MILLAR 


BY THE SAME, 
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SME TFATION OF HORACHK 


, APDRESSED TO THE LATE LADY MILLAR» 


BY THE SAME, 
I, 1 


Wu with fo many ſprige beſtow'd 
Nor fimple tale, or fimpler ode 
Loung 8 will you ruin ? 
For, Millar, that at Bath he ſtays, 
Since Henderſon no longer. plays, 
Muſt ſurely be your doing, 


II. 


Why vp the hill no more toils he, 

Patient of duſt, from Pullen's tree 
To bid the ſun good-morrow ? 

Or breathing rage againſt the flanks 


Of Jackſon's ſteeds, or thine, O Franks, 


Calls in my whip to borrow ? 


III. No 


t 35 J 


HORACE, ODE VIIL B. I. 


Lola, dic, per omnes 
Te Deos oro, Sybarin 


Cur properas amando 


| Perdere? Cur apricum 
Oderit eampum, patiens 
Pulveris atque ſolis? 


Cur neque militaris 


Inter æquales equitat, 


Gallica nec lupatis 


C4 Temperat 
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III. 


No more, the ſultry day to cool, 

The buoyant waters of Stump- pool 
He cleaves with ſportive vigour, 

While on their idle rakes up- ſtay'd 

Each red-nos'd crone, and red - arm'd maid, 
Stand giggling at his figure. 


IV. 


No more, at crazy Shandy-hall, 
* Black to the wriſts with ink and ga'l 
1 In eaſy chair I catch him; 
Him, who fo late for wit renow'd, 
Hurled Puns and Epigrams around, 
That not all Queen's could match him. 


V. 


Thus great Achilles once, we find, 
The manners of the man refign'd, 
Could with the ladies tattle ; 
And quite content to prove his might 
To lovely Deidame at night, 
Pream'd of no bloodier battle. 


L i 1 


Temperat ora frenis ? 
Cur timet flayum Tiberim 


Tangere ? Cur olivum 


Sanguine viperino | 
Cautids vitet, neque jam 
Livida guſtat armis 
Brachia, ſæpè diſco, 
S æpꝭ᷑ trans ſinem jaculo 
Nobilis expedito * 
Quid latet, ut marine 


Filium dicunt Thetidos 


Sub lacrymoſa Trojæ. 


Funera ; ne virilis 
Cultus in czdem, & Lycias 
Proriperet catervas ? 


C5 
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LOVE ELEGY. 


BY THE SAME, 


No funk in dumb deſpondence on the thorn, 


Where nightly perch'd ſhe pours her ſolemn lay, 
Sad Philomel beholds the gradual morn, 
Bright and yet brighter, kindle into day. 


Sweet child of ſorrow! with regret, like thine, 
I too yon gold, that ſkirts the dapple, fee : 


.No joy the gleams, that now more ruddy ſhine, 


Dear as the joy, that flies them, bring to me. 


Yet then again, ye flumbers, o'er my eyes 
Deſcending, ſoothe my troubled ſoul to reſt ; 
And yet again, ye pleaſing viſions, riſe, 
In all my Delia's gentler graces dreſt. 


And tho? through every ſemblance ye can range, 
Well might ye chuſe my Delia's form to wear; 
Secure, that to no lovelier ye can change, 
No mein more graceful, and no face more fair. 


In vain I call : obedient to my will, 
And now in glory from yon eaſtern hill 


The ſun aicending bids me wake to weep. 
Ah! 
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Ah! gentle Fun !_So will I bleſs thy beams, 
Tho? thy return but grief returning brings 
With cautious reverence ſteal, where hovering ſtreams 
O'er Delia's pillow wave their buſy wings, 


O! could I ſtand with trembling duty nigh 
To guard, and guarding gaze upon the maid, 
No ruder ray thould there intrude, no ly 
With murmuring error her repoſe invade. 


And if, while thus I gaz'd, upon her cheek 
One ſmile of haughty ſcorn ſhould haply dawn 3 
And if one amorous figh ſhould haply break, 
Deep from th' involuntary boſom drawn: 


Now, would I cry, ſhe proudly feigns to ſmile 
While at her feet I ſeem my ſuit to preſs ; 
Now ill-conceal'd by many a female wile 
Her mutual love thoſe amorous ſighs confeſs. 


And can I thus the flattering tale believe, 
Which hope, too ready, whiſpers in my ear ? 
And can I thus this fimple heart deceive, 
That till my Delia holds my memory dear? 


She now can wander in the conſcious grove, 

Nor think, how there I wander'd by her fide ;- 
In dreams her fancy now can freely rove, 

Nor hear me talk, nor ſce my image glide. 


C 6 * Yet 


Ihe tuneful ſorrows of theſe tender lays, 


Then I again may fold her in theſe arms ; 


„ }- 
Yet be ſhe falſe ; her falſhood ſhall but ſhow, 
How fix'd the firm foundation of my tfuth. 
For her alone I nurſe perpetual woe ; 
For her, in filence drooping, waſte my youth, 


For her, where lingering on in many a maze 
Their humid train the waves of Ifis wreathe, 


With many a hope, and many a fear, I breathe; 


And oft the while, my head in grief declin'd 
Wi&ful I raiſe to watch the journeying ſun ; 
Sigh as I mark the diſtance yet behind, 
And bid his weſtering wheels more ſwiftly run, 


Then fondly kind in viſionary charms 
Propitious night my Delia may reſtore 


— O be the viſion true I aſk no more. 


A ro- 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE (MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHI-- 
CAL) FROM AN OFFICER AT OTAHEITE.. 


TO LADY GROSVENORs 


CAN I forget the beauteous Emma's charms, 
The ſoft Elyſium of her circling arms; 

The wanton jirk of thoſe elaſtick hips, 

Which made the ermin'd ſages lick their lips, 
When the falſe Counteſs (a) painted all ſhe ſaw, 
And the preſs'd couch became the ſport of law ? 


My Emma, come, O grace theſe ſmiling plains, 
Where love unbounded fires the raptur'd ſwains ; 
Where thrilling lovers feel, but to be bleſft, - 
And extacy entrances them to. reſt, 

Here kiſs meets kiſs ere from the lips it part, 

And love's warm tide flows mutual from the heart. (3) 
Lo here, whence frozen Chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an altar for his fierceſt fires ; 

The throbbing virgin loſes ev'ry fear, 

Venus alone abſolves her frailties here, 


Ca) Counteſs D'. ff. Vide Trial. * 
(5) Eloiſa to Abelard. 
At 


| „ 
At ten years old, ſhe feels th' inſtinctive itch, 
And the glad mother ſtraight zattows (c) her breech; 
Curve above curve (d), the ſplendid arches riſe, 
Like the bright bow that gilds the ſunny ſkies ; 
Doubtleſs, defign'd on the ſame gracious plan, 
A Sign of Peace, a Covenant with man! 1 
Then joy illumes her with all- chearing beams, 
Unerring inſtinct prompts her golden dreams; 


(c) Mr. Banks ſaw the operation of zattoxwing performed upon 
the backfide of a girl about thirteen years old, The inſtrument 
uſed upon this occaſion had thirty teeth, and every ſtroke, of which 
at leaſt a hundred were made in a minute, drew an ichor or ſe- 
rum, a little tinged with blood. Mr. Banks ſtaid in a neighbour- 
ing houſe an hour, and the operation was not over when he went 
j away; yet it was performed but upon one fide, the other having 
5 been done ſome time before; and the arches upon the loins, in 
| which they moſt pride themſelves, and which gave more pain than | 
; all the ref}, were {till to be done.“ 4 / 
| Hawke/, Voyag, vol. ii. p. 190; 
; 

l 
' 
| 


{d) © The part on which theſe ornaments are laviſhed with 
the greateſt profuſion, is the breech :- this, in both ſexes, is co- 
vered with a deep black ; above which, arches are drawn one over 
another, as high as the ſhort ribs, They are often a- quarter of 
an inch broad, and the edges are not ftrait lines, but indented. 
"hf; Theſe arches are their pride,. and are ſhewn both by men and wo- 
| men with a mixture of oftentation and pleaſure ; whether as 
an ornament, or a proof of their fortitude and reſolution in bear- 
| ing pain, we could not determine.“ 

0 | Hawheſ. Jeyag. vol. ii. p. 190. 
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Experienc'd dames then lead the ſmiling maid 

To the kind covert of the plantain's ſhade. 

Her bed, like Eve's (e), with choiceſt flowers bloom, 
And hov'ring Cupids ſhed divine perfumes, 

With tuckt-up ſhifts the faireſt damſels fing, 

The magick wonders of Hans Carvel's (f) ring (g 


6e) So ſaid he, and forbore not glance nor toy 
Of amorous intent, well underſtood 
Of Eve, whoſe eye darted contagious fire: 
Her hand he ſeiz'd, and to a ſhady bank 
He led her nothing loth ; flowers were the couch, 
Panſies and violets, and aſphodel, 
And byacinth, earth's ſofteſt, freſheſt lap, 

Paradiſe Loft. 


7 Pr ior . 


(g) © Friday, May 12, was diſtinguiſhed by a viſit from ſome 
Ladies, Having laid ſome pieces of cloth on the ground, the 
foremoſt of the women, who appeared to be the principal, and who 
was called Oorattoa, ſtepped upon them, and taking up her gars 
ments all round her to the waiſt, turned about three times with 
great compoſure and deliberation : when this was done, ſhe drop- 
ped the veil, and ſtepping off the cloth, three pieces more were 
laid, and ſhe repeated the ceremony. The three laſt were laid, and 
the ceremony was repeated the third time, in the ſame manner,” 

| Hawkeſworth, vol. ii. p. 125. 
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[ 44 J 
Their brilliant bums in rapid (4) circles feen, 
With dazzling luſtre ſhine, before the Queen; 
So bearded comets fiery courſes run, 
And their tails (i) blaze, as they approach the Sun. 
The virgin's eyes in light luxuriant ſwim, 
Her mantling blood glows thro? each wanton limb, 
A youth impatient (4) claſps the beauteous prize, 
Luſty and brown (almoſt your Ch—ly's ſize). 


(4) © This ſingular and ſurpriſing velocity of their poſteriors is 
eſicemed a mark of the higheſt reſpe& and Joyalty, and'is folely 
appropriated to the Sovereign. This is the royal ſalute at Otaheite, 
which we diftinguiſh by firing exventy-one. guns,” Extrat? of a 
private letter from the Chaplain,” 


= (5) “ Comets before they have been confiderably heated in the 
neighbourhood of the Sun, ſcarcely proje& a tail to make them 
remarkable: but after they have been well heated in their Pe- 
ribeliong. then they ſend forth a large, ſhining, fiery tail,” 
| KeiPs Aſinonomy. 
( * A young man, near fix feet high, performed the rites of 
Venus with a little girl about eleven or twelve years of age, before 
ſeveral of our people, and a great number of the natives, without 
the leaſt ſenſe of its being indecent or improper, but, as appeared, 
in perfect conformity to the cuſtom of the place, Among the 
ſpectators were ſeveral women of ſuperior rank, particularly Obe- 
rea, who may properly be ſaid to have aſſiſted at the ceremony 
for they gave inſtructions to the girl how to perform her part, which, 
young as ſhe was, fs did not ſeem much to ſtand in need of. 
Haxwheſ. Veyag. vol. ii, p. 128. 


Their 
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Their pantomime deſcribes an Aral friſæ C, 
And ſhews how Venus rides the Solar diſk ; 
Our wond ring ſages with one voice agree, 
% This is the Tranſit (m) we came here to ſee.” 
Whilſt o'er the rites the Queen herſelf preſides, 
And, in mild accents, Otheothea guides. 
4% Now fondly kiſs, in wanton folds entwine 
%% To ſwell his bliſs, let every nerve combine 


oo 


(1) «Tr afforded we much matter for ſerious contemplation, when 
J confidered, that the tranfit of Venus, and this extraordinary 
ceremony happened on the ſame day. I was hence led to con- 
jecture, that it was deſigned as a religious feftiva!, to repreſeat 
the immerſion, emerſion, external and internal contacts of Venus on 
the Sun. The inverſe rule of performance wh.ch was adopted on this 
occaſion, the more accurately to delineate the celeflial phænome - 
non, firſt ſuggeſted the hint; and I am fince happy to find I was 
right. Altogether, it was certainly delectable; and I could not 
belp after repeating this beautiful and expreſſive monkiſh diſtich: 


* In viridi prato, monialem ludcre vidi 
* Cum monacho leviter, ille ſub, illa ſuper,” | 
Extract of a private letter frim the Chaplain. 


(m) © The firſt internal contact of the planet, with the Sun, 
being over, Mr. Banks returned to the obſervatory, taking Tarras, 
Nuna, and ſome of their principal attendants, among whom were 
three very handſome young women with him, he ſhewed them the 
planet upon the Sun, and endeavoured to perſuade them, that he 
and his companions had come from their own country on purpoſe 
to ſec it,” Hawhkeſworth, v. ii. p. 140. 
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© Yee his lips tremble, and his eye-balls roll, 
& Suck the laſt breath, and catch his flying ſoul.” 
The nymph obeys, in ſpeechleſs tranſports * 'd, 
Whilſt ſympathetic tremors. float around, 

Metee Attira (n) ! murmurs every laſs, 

And thouſands fall, extended on the graſs. | 


8 


* 


n 
W * 


O bleſt employment of a Sov'reign's time, 
How ſeldom ſeen in Europe's barbarous clime ! 
Let Mouſchin Pouſchin boaſt lewd Cath'rine's ſkill, 
Let her profeſs the royal art to kill ; 
Like Clytemneſtra give her vengeance ſcope, 
Or teach her Ruſſian bears to climb a rope: 
Combin'd with tyrants of congenial ſoul, 
Her ſavage ruffians rob the wretched Pole: 
Ev'n gen'rous Dantzig (o) feels the galling chain, 
Tho Commerce droop, and Freedom weep in vain. 
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The clime, my Emma, now with me ſurvey 
Where ſouthern iſles a nobler race diſplay ; 
O'er flow'ry fields where ſport the nymphs and 
ſwains, 


No * Virago deſolates the plains; 


— . 
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{n) Come kiſs mel“ Vide Hawkeſworth., 


(e) Let the reader conſult thoſe ſpirited produRtions in the caſe 
of liberty and humanity, — The Letters from Poland. 


Here 


. 


Here Oberea's gentle virtues ſhine, 

She joys to glad the human face divine; 

To ope the paths that lead to nature's bliſs, 
And rule her ſubjects by a melting kiſs: 

The honeſt Queen luſts not for fame or riches, 
But like a Queen recovers ſtolen breeches. ( 


O ſpread thy empire, Love, from ſhore to ſhoxe, 
Till wedlock ceaſe, and cuckoldom's no more. 
Let ſniv'ling wives and termagants be chaſte, 
And rail at Ladies of my Groſvenor's taſte ; 
For ſcandal, let them genial pleaſures flight, 
Too cold for love, in flander they delight; 
As chatt'ring magpies when their tongues are ſlit, 
Seem always prone to ſhew their ill-bred wit; 


{p) Mr. Banks having ſuch a ſafe-guard, reſigned himſelf to 
Neep with all imaginable tranquility : but awaking about eleven 
o'clock, and wanting to get up, he ſearched for his cloaths where 
he had ſeen them depoſited by Oberea when he lay down to ſleep, 
and ſoon perceived that they were miſſing, He immediately 
awakened Oberea, who ftarting up, and hearing his complaint, 
ordered lights, and prepared in great haſte to recover what he had 
loſt : Tootahah himſelf ſlept in the next canoe, and being ſoon 
alarmed, he came to them and ſet out with Qberea in ſearch of the 
thief; Mr. Banks was not in a condition to go with them, for of 
his apparel ſcarce any thing was left him, net even his breeches. 


Hawkefeorth's Voyag. vol. ti. 133. 
Of 


2: — 
- = 
4 "=, 
— 
FR : +& 
- Tan 


[ 48 ] 
Of rogue and bitch ineeſſantly they rail, 
And the glib tongue moves ſwifter than the tail. 
Ye ſland'rous dames, who miſchief ſpread and make, 
Go learn a leſſon from the venom'd ſnake ; 4 
Tho' in its tongue a ſubtle poiſon's found, + 1 
Oil from its tail will medicate the wound, 
Let this falſe maxim henceforth be forgot, 
That female virtue's center'd in a pot (7): 
A thouſand plumes the Woodcock's tail may boaſt, 
Tbo' one white feather claim diſtinction moſt, 
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Perhaps, my Emma this ſtrange ſtory ſlights, 
Such public acts of Love's myſterious rites 
You diſbelieve; but here no ſhame impreſt, 
Heaves with alarming thrubs the female breaſt; 
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N Naked and imiling every nymph we ſee, 

„ Like Eve unapron'd, ere ſhe robb'd the tree. 
| | A problem hence (r) Philoſophers advance, 
14 Whether ſhame ſprings from nature or from chance. 
1% | | | The 


— 
"Ew 


(4) Neqde ſcemi na, amiſſa pudicitia aliud abnuerit. Tacitus. 


(r) © This incident is not mentioned as an object of idle eurioſity, 
but as it deſerves conſideration in determining a queſtion which 
has been long debated in philoſophy ; whether the ſhame attend» 
ing certain actions, which are allowed on all fides to be in them- 
ſelves innocent, is implanted in nature, or ſuperinduced by cuſtom ? 
If it has its original in cuſtom, it will, perhaps, be found difficult 
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(49) 
The conteſt laſts ; kept up by human pride; 
Where ſages differ, how can I decide? 
Elſe ſhould the Muſe with nice precifion ſpeak, 
Why tranſient bluſhes crimſon o'er. the cheek. 
Of yielding maids; why ſhakes the tender frame, 
Why ſoft confuſion fill their ſouls with ſhame, 
At certain acts; is it great Nature's voice, 
Or is it Cuſtom ?--Dubious is the choice. 
No; modeſt inſtinct proves its ſource divine, 
And bows our hearts at beauty's ſacred ſhrine ! 
Leſt ſenſual paſſion ſhould the mind entice, 
It ſtarts, and ſhrinks at the firſt touch of vice; 
An emanation of celeſtial fire, +4 
Which purifies the heart, and checks deſire. 
O'er bright Eliza beams attractive grace, 
When roſeate bluſhes veil her lovely face: 
Even diftant hints the ſweet ſuffuſion raiſe, 
As the hand's warmth makes phoſphorus to blaze; 
Melting ih raptures, modeſtly ſhe'll glow, 
As cold increaſes in diſſolving ſnow. (1) 


to trace that cuſtom, however general, to its ſource; if in inſtinct, 
it will be equally difficult to diſcover from what cauſe it is ſub- 
dued, or at leaſt, over-ruled among the people, in whaſe manners 
not the leaſt trace of it is to be found,” Vide Hawheſworth', 
Foyage, vol. ii. p. 128. 


(s) Snow, at the inſtant of melting, gives the moſt intenſe cold, 
Fable Ch, $ 4 
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141 
Of rogue and bitch ineeſſantly they rail, 
And the glib tongue moves ſwifter than the tail. 
Ye ſland'rous dames, who miſchief ſpread and make, 
Go learn a leſſon from the venom'd ſnake ; 
Tho' in its tongue a ſubtle poiſon's found, 


Oi from its tail will medicate the wound. 


Let this falſe maxim henceforth be forgot, 

That female virtue's center'd in a bot (9): 

A thouſand plumes the Woodcock's tail may boaſt, 
Tho? one white feather claim diſtintion moſt, 


Perhaps, my Emma this ſtrange tory ſlights, 
Such public acts of Love's myſterious rites 
You diſbelieve ; but here no ſhame impreſt, 
Heaves with alarming throbs the female breaſt ; 
Naked and imiling every nymph we ſee, 
Like Eve unapron'd, ere ſhe robb'd the tree. 
A problem hence (7) Philoſophers advance, 
Whether ſhame ſprings from nature or from chance. 

| | The 


(q) Neqde ſœmina, amiſſa pudicitia aliud abnuerit. Tacitus. 


(r) © This incident is not mentioned as an object of idle curioſity, 


but as it deſerves conſideration in determining a queſtion which 


has been long debated in philoſophy ; whether the ſhame attend- 
ing certain actions, which are allowed on all fides to be in them- 
ſelves innocent, is implanted in nature, or ſuperinduced by cuſtom ? 
If it has its original in cuſtom, it will, perhaps, be found difficult 

do 


( 49 ] 
The conteſt laſts ; kept up by human pride; 
Where ſages differ, how can I decide? 
Elſe ſhould the Muſe with nice precifion ſpeak, 
Why tranfient bluſhes crimſon o'er the cheek. 
Of yielding maids; why ſhakes the tender frame, 
Why ſoft confuſion fill their ſouls with ſhame, 
At certain acts; is it great Nature's voice, 
Or is it Cuſtom ? Dubious is the choice. 
No; modeſt inſtinct proves its ſource divine, 
And bows our hearts at beauty's ſacred ſhrine ! 
Leſt ſenſual paſſion ſhould the mind entice, 
It ſtarts, and ſhrinks at the firſt touch of vice; 
An emanation of celeſtial fire, LE 
Which purifies the heart, and checks deſire. 
O'er bright Eliza beams attractive grace, 
When roſeate bluſhes veil her lovely face : 
Even diſtant hints the ſweet ſuffuſion raiſe, 
As the hand's warmth makes phoſphorus to blaze 
Melting in raptures, modeſtly ſhe'll glow, 
As cold increaſes in diſſolving ſnow. (3) 


to trace that cuſtom, however general, to its ſource; if in inſtinct, 
it will be equally difficult to diſcover from what cauſe it is ſub- 
dued, or at leaft, over-ruled among the people, in whaſe manners 
not the leaſt trace of it is to * found.“ Vide Hawheſworth', 
HPoyage, vol, ii. p. 128. 


(s) Snow, at the inſtant of melting, gives the moſt intenſe cold, 


W s Chymiſiry, 8 4. 
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1 
How ſhall the Muſe deſcribe in flowing rhimes 
The dance laſcivious () of theſe ſportive climes, 
Which the young girls from infancy are taught, 
With geſtures lewd beyond the reach of thought? 
What wanton motions vibrate ev'ry limb ! 
Their ſparkling eyes in humid languor ſwim ; 
The Timoredee (a) frolic ſongs conſpire, 
To ſpread the blaze of love's contagious fire : 
Exulting 


(e) In other countries, the girls and unmarried women are ſup- 
poſed to be wholly ignorant of what others upon ſome occaſions 
may appear to know; and their conduct and converſation are con- 
ſequently reſtrained within narrower bounds, and kept at a more 
remote diſtance from whatever relates to a connection with the 
other ſex; but here, it is juſt contrary. Among other diverſions, 
there is a dance, called Timerodee, which is performed by young 
girls, whenever eight or ten of them can be collected together, 
conſiſting of motions and geſtures beyond imagination wanton, in 
the practice of which they are brought up from their earſieſt 
childhood, accompanied by words, which, if it were poſſible, 
would more implicitly convey the fame ideas. In theſe dances 
they keep time with an exactneſs which is ſcarcely excelled by 
the beſt performers on the ftages of Europe. But the practiee 
which is allowed to the virgin, is prohibited to the woman, from 
the moment that ſhe has put theſe hopeful leſſons in practice, and 


realized the ſymbols of the dance,” Hawkeſ. Voyage, vol. ii. p. 206. 


(z) Lady Wortley Montague, (who was reckoned no indifferent 
judge of ſuch things) deſcribes the ſympathetic effect of a fimilar 


dance, in a very pietty manner. The dance, ſays ber Lady- 
1 N a mip 


* 1 


Exulting virgins 16 thſẽ lifts advance, 
Till practice realiſe the typic dance. 


What gold can purchaſe ſuch celeſtial charms, 
What bribes can tempt ſuch beauty to our arms, 
You fain would know ? Hear then the wond'rous tale, 
Let this great truth o'er prejudice prevail, 

With nails (w) we traffic for the blooming maid, 
And the ſhip's planks ſupply the dangerous trade, 
At 


ſhip, was very different from what I had ſeen before; nothing 
could be more artful, or more proper to raiſe certain idegs, The 
tunes ſo ſoft; the motions ſo languiſhing, accompanied with 
pauſes and dying eyes! half falling back, and then recovering 
themſelves in ſo artful a manner, that I am very poſitive, the 
coldeſt and moſt rigid prude upon earth, could not have looked 
upon them without thinking of ſomething not 10 be ſpoken of,” Let- 
ter xxxiii. . . 
(w) * While our people were on ſhore, ſeveral young women were 

permitted to croſs the river, who, though they were not averſe to 
the granting of perſonal favours, knew the value of them tos 
well not to ſtipulate for a conſideration : the price, indeed, was 
not great, yet it was ſuch as our men were not always able to 
pay, and under this temptation they fto'e nails, and other iron 
from the ſhip. The nails that we brought for traffic were not 
always in their reach, and therefore they . drew ſeveral out of 
different parts of the veſſel, particularly thaſe that faſtened the 
eleats to the ſhip's fide, This was productive of a double miſ- 
chief, damage to the ſhip, and a conſiderable rife at market: 
| | when 
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At laſt the fair ones ſee with ſtrange ſurprize, 
Some nails produc'd of more than common ſize; 
The happy females with this treaſure grac'd, 
Diſplay their triumph, and our coin's debas'd. 

In vain we ſue, the Nymphs comply no more, 
Give ns rg TIO re-echoes from the ſhore, 


This race benign, (x) who hangs not abject fear 
With vig'rous arm difcharge the pointed ſpear 


with dext'rous aim the barbed arrow wing, 


Or ſend the ſtone impetuous from the fling. 
Bold in the liſts, and active in the chace, 


There well turn'd limbs ſtrength's vigorous ſinews 
brace: ** 


when Mr. Banks and che Chaplain offered, as uſual, ſmall nails, 
the natives refuſed to take them, and produced large ſpikes, inti- 


mating that they expected ſuch nails as theſe.” Hawkeworth, 
vol. i. 


(x) © Their depoxtment is liberal, and their behaviour to ſtrangers 
and to each other affable and courteous, In their diſpoſitions, 
alſo, they ſeemed to be brave, open, and candid, without either 
ſuſpicion or treachery, cruelty or revenge; ſo that we placed the 
ſame confidence in them as in our beſt friends, many of us, parti - 
cularly Mr, Banks, fleeping frequently in their houſes in the 
woods, without a companien, and conſequently wholly in their 
power,” Vide Hawkeſeorth, vol. ii, page 188. 


They 


153 J 


They ride the billows, from the deep emerge, ( 
Breaft the proud wave, nor dread the foaming ſurge, 
In their canoes, (a) our floating forts defy, 
Nor from the thunder of our cannon fly, 

| | Beauty 


{ y) In our way we came to one of the few places, where acceſs 
to the iſland is. not guarded by a reef, and, conſequently, a high 
ſurf breaks upon the ſhore; a more dreadful one indeed I had ſel- 
dom ſeen} it was impoſſible for any European boat to have lived in 
it; and if the beſt ſwimmer in Europe had, by any accident, been 
expoſed to its fury, I am confident that he would not have been 
able to preſerve himſelf from drowning, eſpecially as the ſhore was 
covered with pebbles and large ſtones; yet, in the midſt of theſe 
breakers, were ten or twelve Indians ſwimming for their amuſe- 
ment: whenever a ſurf broke near them, they dived under it, and 
to all appearance, with infinite facility, coſe again on the other 
fide. Hawke, Voyage, vol. ii. p. 135, 


(a) As an attack was now begun, in which our arms only could 
render us ſuperior to the multitude that affailed us, eſpecially as 
great part of the ſhip's company was in a fick and feeble condition, 
I ordercd the guard te fire; two of the quarter-deck guns which I 
had loaded with ſmall ſhot, were alſo fired nearly at the ſame time, 
and the Indians appeared to be thrown into ſome confufion ; in a 
few minutes, however, they renewed the attack, and all our peo- 
ple that were able to come upon deck, having by this tine got to 
their quarters, I ordered them to fire the great guns, and to play 
ſome of them conftantly at a place on ſhore, where a great num- 
ber of canoes were ſtill taking in men, and puſhing off towards the 
ſhip with the utmoſt expedition. When the great guns beganto fire, 
there were not leſs than three hundred cano:s about the ſhip, hav- 
Vor. II. D in 2 
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Beauty and valour here have fix'd their throne ; 
— Shall Europe's ſpoilers call this iſle their own? 

May Heav'n and Britain ſhield the gen rous race, 
Nor tyranny their manly ſouls debaſe. 


ing on board, at leaſt, two thouſand men; many thouſands were 
alſo upon the ſhore, and more canoes coming from every quarter: 
the firing, however, ſoon drove away the canoes that were about 
the ſhip, and put a ſtop to the coming off of others. As ſoon as 
I ſaw ſome of them retreating, and the reſt quiet, I ordered the 
firing to ceaſe, hoping.that they were ſufficiently convinced of our 
ſuperiority, not to renew the conteſt. In this, however, I was 
unhappily miſtaken: a great number of the canoes that had been 
- diſperſed, ſoon drew together again, and lay ſome time on their 
paddles, looking at the {hip from the diſtance of about a quarter 
of a mile, and then ſuddenly hoiſting white ſtreamers, pulled to- 
wards the ſhip's ſtern, and began again to throw ſtones, with 
great force and dexterity, by the help of ſlings, from a confider- 
able diſtance; each of theſe ſtones weighed about two pounds, and 
many of them wounded the people on board, who would have 
ſuffered much more, if an awning had not been ſpread over the 
whole deck to keep out the ſun, and the hammocks placed in the 
nettings. At the ſame time ſeveral canoes well manned, were 
| making towards the ſhip's bow; having probably taken notice 
that no ſhot had been fired from this part: I therefore ordered 
| ſome guns forward, to be well pointed and fired at theſe canoes; 
| at the ſame time running out two guns abaft, and pointing them 
| well at the canoes that were making the attack. 


Hawke. Voyage, vol, i. P · 155. 
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No eaſtern plund'rers ſpread opprefſion's gloom, 
Nor check the labours of the chearful loom; (5) 
From Leadenhall, waft famine, blood and ſtrife, (c) 
And rob the produce of the tree of life (d). 
O Liberty ! Britannia's guardian pow'r, 
Thy influence ſhed at this auſpicious hour : 
Tho? gath'ring clouds, the thunder ſtorm preſage, 
Draw down the light ning, ere it burſt in rage. 


(5) In proportion, as an unfortunate people become leſs able to 
bear the eſtabliſhed taxation, the modes of collecting it becomes 
more oppreſſive, Seven entire battalions were added to our mili- 
tary eſtabliſhment to enforce the collections. The new force be- 
came an enormous expence te the company, and the unnatural 
preſſure on the people raiſed the price of Phovifion. The manu- 
facturers to be able to purchaſe bread, ſhewed an inclination to raiſe 
the price of their goods, The prices muſt be kept down, but this 
could not be done without violence. Proviſions became dearer, and 
the demand for goods encreaſed. Dow, 


(c) The civil wars to which a violent deſire of creating Nabobs 
gave riſe, were attended with tragical events, The ccuntry was 
depopulated by every ſpecies of diſtreſs. In the ſpace of fx years, 
half the great cities of an opulent kingdom were rendered deſolate ; 
the moſt fertile fields in the werld lay waſte: and fre millions of 
harmleſs and induſtrious people were either expelled or deſtroyed. 
Want of foreſight became more fatal than innate barbariſm; and 
men found themſelves wading through blood and ruin, when their 
abject was only ſpoil. Dow's Inquiry into the State of Bengal. 


(4) The bread-tree, 
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Preſerve this land, midſt ſervile nations, free, 
4“ This precious ſtone ſet in the filver ſea.“) ſe) 
A land where patriots felt thy genuine flame, 


Which boaſts a Ruſſel's, Sidney's, Hampden's name! 


Illuſtrious chiefs, who thy own ſword could weild, 
And wave thy banner in war's bloody field : | 
Strike kings, and prieſts, and ſervile peers with awe, 
To them we owe our Brunſwics and Naſſau! 
Thy voice divine did Milton's ſelf inſpire, 

He tun'd thy precepts to his golden lyre. | 
Midſt cringing courtiers, honeſt Marvel writ ; 

Even (/) mitred dullneſs felt his poignant wit! 
Inſpir'd by thee, ingenuous Thomſon ſung, 

When Chatham's (g) fame flow'd from his pre/cient 


tongue, 
Behold 
fe) Shakeſpeare,——Richard II. 
Doctor Parker, Biſhop of Ox ford. See Rehearſal tranſ- 


poſed. 


{g) And there, O Pit, thy country's early boaſt, 

There let me fit beneath the ſhelter'd ſlopes, 

Or in that * Temple where in future times, 

Thou well ſhalt merit a diſtinguiſh'd name. 
— Gay fancy then 
W ill tread im thought the groves of aztic land; 
Will from thy ftandard taſte refine her own, 
Corre& her pencil to the pureſt truth 


The Temple of Viitue, in Stowe Gardens. 


( 57 J 


Behold 2 (5) fav'rite joins the ſacred band, 
Alczus' lyre ſhines graceful in his hand ! 
Our rural patriots hear his attic lays, (i) 
And blend ty poet's with their Townſhend's ? 


praiſe. (4) | 


Of Nature, or, the unimpaſfioned ſhades 
Forſaking, raiſe it to the human mind. 
„fe, O through her ſtrain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence I that moulds 
Th' attentive ſenate, charms, perſuades, exaltsy 
Of honeſt zeal, th' indignant light'ning throws 


And ſhakes Corruption on her venal threne. 
Autumn firſt publiſhed in 17307 


() Doctor Akenſide. 

(i) See his Ode to the Country Gentleman at England, 2758. 
„ Whether is Europe's ancient ſpirit fed? ? 
Where are thoſe valiant tenants of her ſhore, 

Who from the warrior bow, the ftrong dart ſped, 
Or with firm hand the rapid pole-ax bore ? 
Freeman and ſoldier was their common name, 
Who late with reapers to the furrow came; 

Now in the front of battle charged the foe ; 

Who taught the ſteer the wintry plough to indure, 
Now in full councils check'd incroaching power 
And gave the guardian laws their majeſty to knw. 


The firenuous, ſpirited, and ſucceſsful efforts of Lord 
Townſhend, and his brother Mr. Charles Townſhend, to eſtabliſh 
a conſtitutional militia, are well knowa to the public. 
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Thy ſpirit breathe, thro? all the human race; 
To nerve each arm, and to illume all ſpace ; 
As Heaven's own ther thro' expanſion hurl'd, 
Attracts, ſublimes, and animates the world, 
O'er Albion's realms in majeſty prefide, 

Nor let th' Atlantic wave thy ſons divide: 
Unite them, Goddeſs, in ons glorious cauſe, 
Who ſhare thy rights, religion, and. thy laws, 
From Civil Diſcord her fell dagger wreſt, 
Reſtore thy children to a mother's- breaſt :!= 
No foes inſidious then ſhall ſpread alarms, 
Britons, united,. dare the world to arms ;. 
And yet may guard thy heav*n-deſcended fire, 
Till Nature's works, and Nature's ſelf expire. 


Will Emma pardon the digreſſive Muſe, 


/ 


Who checks her wand'rings, and her theme purſues ? 
You aſk what food ſprings from the grateful ſoil, 


To fit the natives for their am'rous toil 2 


, To him capricious Albion owes 
Her peaſints trained to fight; 
Fer he beheld with juſt diſdain, 
Imported Germans croud her plain, 
To guard Britannia x rights 


Ode to Patriotiſm 


For 


REF 
For bev'rage pure, the limpid ſtreams ſuffice, (/) 
And cocoa-nut nectareous juice ſupplies : 
On verdant leaves (] they ſpread the ſav'ry diſh, () 
And ſuck prolific particles of fiſh ; (o) 


On ſtated days, prepare the feaſt divine, 
Dreſs the nice dog, and bake the fatted ſwine. 


(1) For drink, they have in general nothing but water, or the 
juice of the cocoa-nut ; the art of producing liquors that intoxi- 
cate, by fermentation, being Happily unknown among them; 
neither have they any narcotic which they chew, as the natives of 
ſome other countries do opium, beetle - root and tobacco, Some of 
them drank freely of our liquors, and in a few inſtanees became 
very drunk ; but the perſons to whom this happened were ſo far 
from deſiring to repeat the debauch, that they would never touch any 
of our liquors afterwards. Hawkeſworth's Vayages, | 

(m) Tables they have none; but their appacatuvfor eating is ſet 
out with great geatneſs,. though the articles are too fimple and too 
few to allow any thing for ſhow : and they commonly eat alone; 
but when a ſtranger happens to vifit them, he ſometimes make 2 
ſecond in their meſs. Hætoleſtwarth': Voyages, vol. ii. p. 200, 

(n) They generally feed on fiſh, and their ſauc: is ſalt water. 
However, they feaſt occafionally on ſwine and dogs. 

Hanokeſworth' s Voyages, pofſim; 

(o) 3 meme, que les parties huileuſes du poiſſon ſon plus 

propre a fournir cette matiere qui ſert a la generation. Ce ſeroit 

une des cauſes de ce nombre infini de peuple qui eſt au Iapen et a la 

Cbine, ou Ven ne vit preſque que de poiſſon. Si cela etoit, de 

certaines regles monaſtiques, qui obligent de vivre de poiſſong- 
. contraires a Veſprit dn legiſlateur meme. 

L* Eſprit des Lait, L xiii. 
32 4 Of 
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Where Venus revels, and the graces ſmile ; 


ear with great nicety. 


1 60 
Of human bliſs, alas, how ſhort the date! 


For ever changing, man's precarious ſtate! 
Our rivals once exulted in this iſle, 


In tinſePd ſplendor led the feſtive dance, 

And taught kind girls the cotillons of France; 

To drums and flutes (y) in ſportive cadence move, 
And give a looſe to all the joys of love : 


( Their only muſical inftruments are flutes and drums; the 
Rutes are made of a hollow bamboo about a foet long, and, as. has 
been obſerved before, have only two ſtops, and conſequently but 
Tour notes, out of which they ſeem hitherto to have formed but one 
tune; to theſe ſtops they apply the fore finger of the left hand and 
the middle finger of the right, 


The drum is made of a hollow block of wood, of a cylindrical 
form, ſolid at one end, and covered at the other with ſhark's ſkin ; 
theſe they beat not with fticks, but their hands ; ind they know 
how to tune two drums of diacrent notes into concord, They have 
alſo an expedient to bring the flutes that play together into uniſon, 
which is to roll up a leaf ſo as to ſlip over the end of the ſhorteſt, 
like our fliding tubes for teleſcopes, which they move up or down 
till the purpoſe is anſwered, of which they ſeem to judge by their 


To theſe inſtruments they ſing; and, as I have obſerved before, 


their ſongs are often extempore : they call every two verſes or 


coupler of a ſong, Pehay ; they are generally, though not always in 
rhime; and when pronounced by the natives, we could diſcover that 
they were metre, Hawke/worth's Voyages, vol. ii. p. 204. 


Till 


6 1 

Till poiſon'd raptures propagate dire pains, 

And dart pollution thro? the tingling veins : 

The unwary nymphs to ſpread the peſt conſpire, 

Which ſhoots as rapid as eleQrick fire. 

Thro? breathingflutes no more ſoft muſie flows, 

The fauffling minſtrel () weeps his fallen noſe : 

Whilſt muffled drums a mournful dirge rebound, 

And thro” the iſland waft a fearful ſound, 

Preventive Hanny, haſte, O haſte away, 

Thy grand ſpecifick to my friends convey; 

With this eulogium be thy virtue crown'd, 

A Frenchman gave (r), a Briton heal'd the wound.“ 

Still 

(4) Tootahah gave us a ſpecimen of ww of this country ; 

four perſons performed upon flutes which had only two ſtops, and 

therefore could not found more than four notes, by half tones : they 

were ſounded like our German flutes, except that the performer, in- 

ſtead oftapplying it to his mouth, blew into it with one noſtril,- 

while he ſtopped the other with his thumb: to theſe inſtruments 


four other perſons ſung, and kept very good time; but only one tune 
was played during the whole concert, 


- {r) Their commerce with the inhabitants of Europe has how- 
ever, already entailed upon them that dreadful curſe which avenged 
the inhumanities committed by the Spaniards in America, the vene- 
real diſeaſe, As it is certain that no European veſſel beſdes our 
own, except the Dolphin, and the two that were under the com- 
mand of Monf. Bougainville, ever viſited this iſland, it muſt have 
been brought either by one of them or by us, That it was not 


D 5 brought 


oz 


Still muſt J ſing the lewd promiſcuous joy, 
Which boundleſs reigns admidſt their Arreoy, (5) 
6 Cart 


brought by the Dolphin, Captain Wallis has demonſtrated in the 
account of her voyage, [vol. I. p. 489, 490-] and nothing is more 
eertain than that when we arrived, it had made moſt dreadful ra- 
vages in the iſland. One of our people contraſted it within five 
days after we went on ſhore, and by the enquiries among the na- 
tives, which this occaſioned, we learnt, when we came to under- 
ſtand a little of their language, that it had been brought by the 
veſſels which had been there about fifieen months before us, and 
bad lain on the eaſt fide of the iſland. They diſtinguiſhed it by a 
name of the ſame import with rettenneſs, but of a more extenſive 
fignification, and deſcribed, in the moſt pathetic terms, the ſuffer- 
ings of the firſt viſtims to its rage, and told us that it cauſed the hair 
and nails to fall off, and the fleſh to rot from the bones; thad it 
ſpread a univerſal ter:or and conſternation among them. 


Hawhkeſwarth"s Voyapes, vol. ii. p. 232. 


(s) © Theſe ſocieties are diſtinguiſhed by the name of Arreey; 
andthe members have meetings, at which no other is preſent, where 
the men amuſe themſelves by wreſtling, and the women, notwith- 
ſtanding their occaſional connection with diflerent men, dance the 
Timorodee in all its latitude, as an incitement to defires which it 
is ſaid are frequently gratified upon the ſpot, This, however, is 
comparatively nothing. If any of the women happen to be with 
child, which in this manner of life happens leſs frequently than 
if they were to cohabit only with one man, the poor infant is ſmo- 
thered the moment it is born, that it may be no incumbrance to the 

father, 
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Can the fond mother act Medea's part? 

Can ſhe expoſe the darling of her heart ? 

Without a tear, her infant cherub doom, 

And ftab the ſmiling offspring of her womb? 

O ſad effect of paſſions unreſtrained ! 

O outrage dire of Nature's laws profan'd ! 

From ſuch black ſcenes the Muſe indignant turns, 

Where luſt deprav'd the mad'ning female burns. 
- Far 


father, nor interrupt · the mother in the pleaſures of her diabolical 
proſtitution, It ſometimes, indeed happens, that the paſſion which 
prompts a woman to enter into this ſociety, is ſurmounted when 
ſhe becomes a mother, by that inſtinctive affection which Nature 
has given to all creatures for the preſervation of their offspring; but 
eveftin this caſe, the is not permitted to ſpare the life of her infant, 
except ſhe can find'a man who will patronize it as his child: if this 
can be done, the murder is prevented; but both the man and wo- 
man, being deemed by this act to have appropriated each other, are 
ejected from the community, and forfeit all claim to the privileges 
and pleaſures of Arreoy for the future; the woman from. that time 
being diſtinguiſhed by the term ¶ harnowrow, © bearer of children,” 
which is here a term of reproach; though none can be more ho- 
nourable in the eſtimation of wiſdom and humanity, of right, and 
every paſſion that diſtinguiſhes the man from the brute. 


It is not fit that a practice ſo horrid and fo ſttange ſhould beim- 
puted to human beings upon flight evidence, but I have ſuch az a- 
bundantly juſtifies me in the account I have given. The people 
themſelves are fo far from concealing their connection with ſuch ,, 

„ ſociety 


1 64 J 


Far different ſcenes in Britain's iſle I ſee, 
Where in full ſplendour ſhines the Coterie; 
Their ſocial orgies genial love admit, 
And briſk Champaign improves their ſparkling wit, 
With brighten'd crefts th* elected members ſtand, 
And population teems around the land ; 

As thorn-trees by inoculation bear 

The juicy apple, and the luſcious pear ; 

So barren females, by a range embrace, 

Yield to their Lords an unreſembling race : 

Who joyous ſee the olive branches” ſpread, 

And boaſt the Bonours of the nuptial bed. 


"8 


Tociety as a diſgrace, that they boaſt cf it as a privilege z and both 
myſelf and Mr, Banks, when particular perfons have been pointed 
out to us 25 members of the Arreoy, have gneftioned them about it, 
and received the account that has been here given from their own 
lips. They have acknowledged, that they had long been of this ac- 
curſed ſociety, that they belonged to it at that time, and that ſe- 
veral of their children had been put to death, 
Hawhkeſworth': Voyages, vol. ii. p. 207, 


ODE 


Þ Js. 
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ADDRESSED TO EDMON D MALONE, ESQ, ON HIS PREs 
$SUMING TO EXAMINE THE LEARNED AND UN= 
ANSWERABLE ARGUMENTS URGED BY JACOB 
BRYANT, ESQ, AND THE REV. DR. MILLES, IN 
SUPPORT OF THE AUTHENTICITY OF ROWLEY'S 
OEMs. 


WH Y, Edmond, would you raſhly thus 
Attack the hiſtorian of old Cavs (a) ? 
A mighty foe defy ? 
Bryant, whoſe learned lote profound 
Shows how the Flood diſſolv'd the ground, 
And when the mud grew dry (5); 


(a) © The wonderful people to whom I allude were the deſcen- 
« dants of Cavs, and called Cuthites and Cafeans,” Bryant's 
Anc, My THOL. vol. I. Pref, p. 7.— Upon the hiſtory of this 
people my ſyſtem chiefly turns. Vol, III. Pref. p. 6. 


(3) According to this learned writer's calculation, ſeveral hun- 
dred years muſt have elapſed after the Deluge, before the mud was 
ſufficiently conſolidated for the march of the Cuthites ; whoſe 
rout he has traced with ſo much accuracy, that the reader is 
tempted to believe he is reading the account of ſome old Cuſean 
quarter- maſter- general. See Ax c. My THoL, vol. III. p. 24, 25, 
and compare Richardſon's DISS EI TA T Ion, p. 400 


He 
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[( 66 ] 
He paints the woes of the old Ark, 
How men and beaſts, ſhut in the dark, 
For lamps alone muſt wiſh (e); 
And thence releas'd, —with ſemblance meet, 
How Noah, duck-like, got web-feet, 
And was the firſt man-fiſh (4). 


He proves, though doubting Walpole carp, 

How Tubal's teeth grip'd the Jews-harp, | 
And by a lucky ſtroke 

A tune divine from anvils drew ;j- 

The ſwains and maids to hear him flew, 
And danc'd to the Black Foke. 


(e) © The Patriarch and his family were encloſed in an ark 
or covered float, =wherein was only one window of a cubit in di- 
menſions. It was cloſed up, and faſtened, ſo that the perſons 
within were conſigned to darkneſs, having no light but what muſt 
have been adminiſtered to them from lamps and torches.” Ax c. 
My TroL..vol. I. p. 195. 

(d) © Noah was repreſented, as we may infer from Beloſus, 
under the ſen. blance cf a fiſh by the Babylonians. Hyginus men- 
tions from Eratoſthenes, that the fiſh Notius was the father of 
mankind; ex eo piſcc natos homines.” An c. My TAO. vol. II. 
p- 23 Under the character of tbe Man of the Sea, whoſe name 
was Oannes,. we have an allegorical repreſentation of the great 
patriarch [Noah.]—Hit whole body, it ſeems, was like that of a 
fiſh, and he had under the head of a fiſh another head, &c, and 
a delineation of him was to be ſeen at Babylon,” Axe. My TnoL. 


xal, III. P- 109. He 


[6] 
He tells why men are brown or fair, (e) 
Why blacks have lank or woolly hair; 
o paradox he'll ſnam;) 

From Chus-decives the Gol DFN Act, ( 
Jephſon can trace from Japhet ſage, 

Lord Bacon's line from Ham. (g 

With 


(e) See the correfpondence between Mr. Bryant and Mr. Gran» 
ville Sharp, where this important point is ſettled to the ſatisfac- 

tion of the learned world. „I bad always ſuppoſed that black 
men in general (fays Mr. Sharp) were deſcended from Cuſh, 
Can the Cuſhi (commonly rendered Ethiopian) change his ſkim > 
ſeremiah, ch. xiii. ver, 23;”'—© You ſeem to think (ſays our pro- 
found' Mythologift in his anſwer) that all who are of that very 
deep tint, which is obſervable” in the natives upon the coaſt of | 
Guinea, are the offspring of Chus.— All the inhabitants of this 
vaſt continent are aſſuredly the ſons of Ham, but not equally de- 
ſcended from Chus ; for though his poſterity was very dark, yet 
many of the collateral branches were of as deep a dye; and Af- 
rica was peopled from Ham, by more families than one.” © The 
negroes (he adds) are woolly headed, and ſo were ſome of the 
ZEthiopes or Cuſdim ; but nothing can be inferred from this, for 
many of the latter had long hair. The Egyptians were Criſpi, 
and had-a tendency to wooHy hair; ſo that this circumſtance can- 
not always be looked upon as a family charaRteriftick,” 

The Golden Age of the poets took its riſe from a miſtake, 
What was termed Taxoc Xguotoy and Xguorey, ſhould have been ex- 
preſſed xvete and xvetioy; for it relates to the ſame zra and hiſ- 
tory as the terms above mentioned; to the ige of Cu, and the 
domination of his ſons.” Anc, MyTHot. vol: III. p. 163. 

t) Noah, as our learned mytbologiſt has proved, was called 


Noas, 
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( 68] 
With holy zeal, wiſe Bryant, burn, 


To facred themes your genius turn 
Lou 


Noas, Nous, and Nuſus: from hence he has traced, with infinite 
acuteneſs, a relationſhip between him and almoſt every god and 
hero of antiquity, particularly thoſe whoſe names end in aut or 
nuſus. Dio-nuſus, Satur-nus, Cro-nus, Ja-nus, Promethe-us, Si- 
le-nus, Ofiris, Poſerdon, Zeus, Perſeus, and Proteus, are very 
clearly proved to have been the patriarch Noah. In like manner, 
Argo and the Argonauts, Arcas, Arcadia, Arcadus, Acriuus, 
Acropolis, Arcafius, Arecca, Eree, Argos, Argolis, and many 
more, are all very ſatisfactorily derived from Arca, the Ark. 
See Anc, My THOL, paſſim. 

It has indeed been objeRed, that till the Latin 8 
a late language, no ſuch word as Arca was known; the ark of 
Noah being written in Hebrew Tibeb, in the Chaldaic Tibuca, in 
the Syriac Kiboutay in the Arabic Tabout, and in the Septuagint 
reg. But what ſtaunch etymologiſt would attend to ſuch petty 
cavils ? 

« Arcles,- Arclus, and Arcalus (ſays our learned auther) by 
which the deity of the place was called, are all compounded of the 
ſame terms, Arca-El, five Arca Dei. From hence the Grecians 
and Romans denominated a perſonage, whom they ſtiled Heracles 
and Hercules. But the original was Arclus and Arcalus ; and 
fill more truly without the termination, Arca-el. It was not a 
name but a title, and given by the Sidonians and other people in 
the Eaſt to the principal perſon preſerved in the deluge ; and it 
Ggnified the great Ax Cc ALIAN or ARKITE,” Axe. MyYTHOL. 
vol. III. p. 507. With equal facility, Eudoreſchus (“ Euo-Ad- 
Arez-Chus”) is ſhown to have been old Cyvs, and Cadmus to be 
Acrtap Ham, the Mule Lord Han, Ibid, vol, II. p. 157.— 
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( 69 J 


You can alone explain 
And prove to old Monbodd's conviction, (5) 
(Though ſceptick Gibbon think it fiction) ; 


The Outangs ſprung from Cain. 5 


It has been invidiouſly ſuggeſted, that our author took the hint of 

many of theſe derivations either from the failors of Admiral War 
ſon's fleet, who in the laſt war uſed always to call the Nabob Su- 

rajab Dowla, Sir Roger Dowlas, or from Swift, who has ſhown 

Andrew Mackie to be the radix of Andromache z Patrick Lees of Pa- 

troclus ; and Buſy Fellows of Bucephalus : but there is ſo much ori- 

ginality in all this learned gentleman's works, that there i 19 not 
the ſmalleſt ground for ſuch a ſuppoſition, 


When we conſider the great ingenuity and learning that this 
writer has diſplayed in theſe etymologies, and in the Nzw Sys- 
TEM that he has founded upon them, which he deſcribes to be— 
the baſis of hiſtory, the ftandard of criticiſm, and the guide ta the fludies 
of youth, [ Ax c. My THoL. vol. III. Pref, p. 6, 7,] we cannot 
but admire at the taſteleſſneſs of a certain Oxonian, who, in an 
examination of this profound work, has retorted Mr. B's words 
on himſelf [© in good truth, if I may be allowed to ſpeak freely, 
hiſtories of this ſort are very little ſuperior to thoſe of that reſpect- 
able lady, Mother Gooſe,”)] and has propoſed, that, inſtead of a 
New Analyfis, this wonderful performagce. ſhould be hereafter 
entitled A New Romance of Ancient Mythology, 


% Lord Monboddo, in his deep reſearches on the Oxro1n 
AND ProGaEes of LANGUAGE, afferts, that “ a whole Na- 
TION, if (he adds) I may call them ſo, has been found with- 
out the uſe of ſpeech, This is the caſe of the Ouran Outangs.” 

&c. 


l J: 
In etymons profoundly killd, 
On this firm baſe your ſyſtem build, 
No critick finds you tripping ; 
Great things, you know, from ſmall ariſe, 
Newton's attraction rules the ſkies, 
The hint-a falling pippin. 


Greek ſophs and heroes ſtill deride, (i 
And ſhow them by o'er-weening pride 
Inflated, like a bladder: 
Who reads your works can ne'er refuſe 
To trace all ſcience to the Jews, 
And mount on Jacos's ladder, 


Malone, you're petulant and vain, 
Shakeſpeare has turn'd your giddy brain, 
And Johnſon: ſcarce can cure you; 
You'll live an exile from his wit, 
No more your notes will he admit, 
Nor Steevens now endure you. 


dec. vol, I, p. 1794.—Mr. Bryant, however, has convinced his 
lordſhip, that the Ouran Outangs never can attain the uſe of 
ſpeech; for the mark ſet on Cain having been a derangement of the 
organs of pronunciation, and the Ouran Outangs being lineally 
deſcended from that human monſter (Vide Bryant), this mark, 


like the king's-evil, muſt for ever continue heredi 
mily, ' . 
See Axc. Mrrxok. vol. I. Pref, p. 10, 11. 


| =. 5 
Young Chatterton in vain you try 
To prove throughout a living lye,“ ( 
In verſe and proſe a Feigu- all; 
Since, ** though he walk' d the Briſtol-Green, 
And ey'd the girls with roguiſh mien, | 
Milles ſays, © he ne'er was venal. : 


Proceed, ſagacious Dean, and prove 
Venality and wanton love 


(4) It is ſurprizing that a gentleman of Mr. M's good ſonſe 
ſhould undertake fo hopeleſs a taſk as to prove the Briftol charity 
boy guilty of a poetical forgery, “ My brother (ſays Mrs. Mary 
Newton) would frequently walk the College Green with the young 
girls that ſtatedly paraded there to ſhew their finery ; but I really 
believe he was no debauchee (though ſome have reported it:] the 
dear unhappy boy had faults enough ; I ſaw with concern he was 
proud and exceedingly imperious ; but that of venslity he could 
not be charged with.“ “ It is highly incredible (ſays Dr. Milles, 
with irreſiſtible force of argument, grounding himſelf on the 
foregoing paſſage) that he who was above venality, and ſo great 
a lover of truth, ſhould make himſelf a /iving lie. —It has been 
ſuggeſted, that the context ſhows this lady meant by Venality, Vee 
nery devotion to Venus, & Miſerable obliquity of perverſe infinua« 
tion!“ (to uſe the expreſſive language of Mr, Burnaby Greene,) 
This is making the ſiſter of one of the brighteſt geniuſes that 


England has produced, a mere ſlip · ſlop. 


The 
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The ſame,—ſo nicely pair em; 
So Worſley's vagrant ſports no more 
Shall tempt chaſte wives to call her whore, 
And ſhe—be pure as Sa RUM. (/) 


The dame, your kindneſs to requite, 
You and old Bryant ſhall invite 
To an auncyent feaſt and dainty ; 
With viper-broth ſhall fill your plates, 
Marrow, eringoes, quinces, dates, 
And ſparrows? brains in plenty. (n 


A hart of Greece () ſhall load the board, 


Salacious food for dame or lord, 
| | But 


_ (1) The propriety of ſelecting this from all the other corrupt 
boroughs in England, (I ſpeak with the greateſt deference to the 
Houſe of Commons, who have lately determined theſe to be the 
ſoundeſt parts of our conſtitution) will, I truſt, not eſcape the 
Antiquarian reader it being diſtinguiſhed by the appellation of 
Old Sarum. It has long been noted (even to- a proverb) for its 
venality. 

(m) Our early books of cookery, and many of our ancient co- 
medies, furniſh abundant proofs of the ſtimulating powers attri- 
buted in old times to the ſeveral articles provided by the —_— 
catereſs for her antiquarian gueſts, 

() The printed accounts of our ancient royal feaſts, in which 
Haris of Grzece, and Capons of high Greece, are frequently menti- 


oned, have led ſome of our modern antiquaries into a ſtrange miſe 
| take, 


( 73 J 
But Capons ſhe can't bear j— 
And Bryant ſage, the feaſt to grace, ; 
His knife RowLANA (o) ſhall uncaſe, . 
With mythologick air. 


Pindar's great rival, Greene V, ſhall quit 
His malt, to aid the flow of wit, Pen 
n 


take. Even the learned Dr. Percy ſuppoſes that bart; of Greece 
were ſo called from their grai or fatneſs ; and that capons of high 
Greece meant nothing more than capons fat in an extraordinary de» 
tree. But the Dean of Exeter has clearly ſhewn, in his Commen- 
tary on the Poems of Rowley, that a hart of Greece fignifies a 
Grecian hart; ſo that, as a very ingenious writer has obſerved, 
« a capon of high Greece muſt mean a capon made at Aulit, the 
loftieſt promontory on the Eubæan Sea; or on the Pelopenneſian 
Mountain, Cyllene ; or at leaſt at Goaneſſo or Eniſpe, whoſe tur» 
rets were expoſed by their exalted fituation to every blaſt of 
Winter,” | 
(e) The weapons of our ancient heroes of Romance were uſually 
diſtinguiſhed by ſome appellation. I hus, Arthur's ſword was 
ealled Caliburne 3 Orlando's, Durindans ; Rinaldo's, Fuſberta ; and 
Rogero's, Baliſardo, The celebrated knife of Mr. Shiercliffe, 
now in Mr. Bryant's poſſeſſion, (of which a particular account 
may be found in that gentleman's onsERvVA TIONS ON ROWLEY'S 
POEMS, p. $12) having done ſuch execution in the field of argu= 
ment, we have thought it not improper (fo!lowing the illuftrious 
precedents above-mentioned) to dignify it by a name. 
Mr. Edward Burnaby Greene, a conſiderable brewer 
but more diſtinguiſhed by his tranſlations ef Pindar, Anacreon, 
I Juvenal, 
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And add his srxIcTUuREs clever; 
Rome's claſſick band () to this ſhall yield, 
Tyb Gorge and Canynge keep the field; 
And Rowley live for ever, 
ODE 


Juvenal, Appollonius Rhodus, &c. &e. Hoelzline's Latin verfion 
of the poet laſt mentioned has been always conſidered as more dif- 
ficult to be underſtoud than the original Greek; but Mr. Greene's 
Engliſh tranſlation muſt be acknowledged by every reader to be 


infinitely more obſcure, and conſequently (according to the doc- 


trine of ſome of our beſt modern writers) to be more ſublime than 
either. His late TAI TUS on the Rowlean controverſy 
are ſo admirable in this reſpeR, that they deſervedly entitle the 


author to that rare encomium which a venerable Engliſh hiſtorian 


Has beſtowed on a contemporary writer: © He dealeth ( ſays Holin- 
ſhed)ſo profound! e and beyond all meaſure of skill, that neither he 
himſelfe who made the booke, neither anie one that readeth it, 
can reach unto the meaning thereof.“ 


{g) It would be uncandid nat to acknowledge, that we are in- 
debted to the Rev, Dr. Milles for this alluſion. Speak ing of 
the feſtive party of Canynge, Rowley, Sir Thybbotte (or as he 
is ſometimes familiarly called, Tyb) Gorges, and Iſcamm, he 
ſays, “ When we view Canning accompanied with theſe three 
poets, whoſe agreeable converſation he has celebrated in the 
AccounT oF His FxasT, can we forbear drawing the pa- 
rallel between this party and that of Mzcenas, with his three 
friends, Virgil, Horace, and Varius, united by the fimilar ties 
of friendſhip, genius and poetry.? The compariſon will be much 
to the advantage of Mr, Canning, who not only equalled Mxcenas 

in 
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ON THE BIRTH-DAY or HER ROYAL, HIGHNESS 
PRINCESS AMELIA, JUNE 10, 1785. — 


AGAIN returns the happy day 

Which gave AmeL1a Birth; © 
Then haſte begin the choral lay, 

And fing her royal worth, 


in liberality, and in the patronage of literature, but was alſo a 
better man and a ſuperior poet,” Mr. Thomas Warten has very 
invidiouſly expreſſed ſome doubts concerning this latter aſſertion, 
erroneouſly imagining that none of Mzcenas's poetry is now 
extant ; but we have been credibly informed, that the Dean of 
Exeter has a large cheſt full of it in his poſſeſſion, which was 
procured 'from a monaſtery in Italy for the uſe of the well- 
known Doctor Schomberg, while he was writing the life of 
Mzxcenas, an] obligingly tranſmitted by him to Dr, Milles, as 
ſogn as his work was publiſhed. —But to return to our ſubject: 
the above-mentioned party of Maiſter Canynge, &c. muſt indeed 
have been © moſt worſhipful ſociety;“ but ſurely even that 
reverend and auncyent company, as well as the choſen friends 
of the Roman Knight, muſt yield the palm of wit and feſtivity 
to the three reſpectable perſonages named in the text, with the 
addition of the fair, though frail, Lady W. to enliven the ſcene 
by her ſportive allufions, and give a zeſt to the nrirth of their 
ſympoſium, | | 
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Hark! to the ſoft, the ſweetly flowing notes ! 
Methinks *tis Clio tuning up the lyre, 
So ſmoothly thro? the air the muſic floats, 
None but the muſe ſo well can touch the wire, 


Yes, yes, 'tis thou, angelic maid, 
Whoſe dulcet ſtrains my ears pervade— - 
O! hither come, and with thee bring 
Dews from the Caſtalian ſpring, 

And ſhed them on thy votry's lays, 

To ſing in Virtue's higheſt praiſe —- 
Touch the filent chords once more 

With thy ear-eatrancing pow'r ; 

Till notes of ecſtaſy they ſound, 

And vibrate thro' th* expanſe around. 


Now again the heavenly muſic comes ; 
Enraptur'd now ſhe ſweeps the vocal ftrings ; 
Her ftrains a ſofter harmony aſſumes, 
| While thus in good AMELt 4's praiſe ſhe ſings, 


Like to the vernal ſeaſon, that revives 
The vegetable glories of the world, 
Which now diffuſes free and uncontroll'd 
Its genial influence on all that lives, 
Her great beneficence unbounded flows ; 
Nor is ſhe deaf to Pity's plaintive voice, 
Her gentle nature melts at other's woes, 
And bids the heart of indigence rejoice. 


To 


( 7 1 | 
3401019 To thee, HSL“ 

Celeftial Chari! py 50A 

Thoy faireſt image of Divinity! 

Our chearful homage muſt be ever due — 
Who. ſeeks to dry the orphan's tears, 
Who yields relief to ſul'ring years, // 
To her what love fincere, what, reverence we owe! 


Yet ſay, what other virtnes ſhine 
Tranſcendantly confeſs'd, 
What juſtice, mercy, grace divine, 


* Excelling, [glows within As cra's breaſt. 


Firm as is the Andaluſian rock, 
Which Albion's prowels won, and ye 


Her honpur, I K as. her truth 257 
Impreghable'' Envy z rüdelt ſhoc NT 


#574 ell ſhock. , 


ins, 


But O! my muſe, border deeper as; 
Beyond thy utioſt power to rehearſe e: 

Her mind, exalted as lex rank, revives" "i 250 
No added luftre fromi*thy Kebſverts! 
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Be gratitude alone thy lan, 93 110 mem 6&7 
Free from the ills that oft await 2 1c 


Attendant on the human ſtate 15 / 
When: halting to life'siclofing dar, 


Vor. II. — n 2163117 bus nue May 
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May Heaven her veli'd years prolong : 
And when the tyramt Deach 
Shall ſeize het Heoting bremb, 
Unbrurt remain her peudeful urn, 
Till that greut day begins td dawn, 
When this fair globe mall melt awky, = 
Nor fon, not moon, nor ſtars, nor avght behind her 
ſtay. 
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EX TEM TORE ON THOUGHT. 


_—* 

T Et. me, my reaſon, what is Thought? 

Its pow'r and active nature what ? 

Airy phantom, ever fleeting ; | 

Fer inconſtant, always changing — 

Deceitful often ; unconfing'd; +, 
True emblem of the liflefs wind, 1 
Whoſe operation e'er muſt be 

To man on earth a myſtety - 

Not even to th* Angelic race 

Is given the attribute to trace, 

Its various turnings, winding ways, 
Its wond rous and intricate maze — 
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With th* inichortal foal cava, yl 
And; Goubtleft; With it AH. 1 
Here then we Ap nor fürther * 
In ſearch of What w niaſt not Rab; 
For whkt th' Almighty wiſdom ctioſe, 
Not to our kii6wltedge to diſcloſe, c 
Preſumption'it mũſt be in init; 
And impious to dare to ſean, 
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FOR AN INSCRIPTION ON A $TONE, OVER THE 
REMAINS, oF A FAYORITE bog, 
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STRANGER, who e'er. thou art, or friend or foe 3 
Whether with joy familiar, or with woe, © 

If chance ſhall guide thee to this flow'ry mend ; 

Or choice direct thee, or thy fancy lead, 

Where lies entomb'd within this narrow ſpace, 

A faithful beitig of the canine race : 

With cautious feet preſs lightly on the + 
Nor with rude hands diſturb the humble mound, 
Expreſily rais'd at a fond maſter's will, 

Secure, to guard his fay'rite's bones from · ill. 


Se 7/7 Yet 
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Yet ſpare thy tears, the heaying figh reſtrain, 
Nor give thy nature one ſhort moment's, pain. 
Tributes like theſe to him can ne er be due: 
To kindred beings theſe alone we ow. 
Search but throughout the ſocigl ties of life, 

Or friend, or father, iter, child or, wife, 
Will ever call thy tender ſorrows forth, 
To heal diſpair, and ſooth afflicted worth. 


Docile he was, and gentle, kind and true; 
What merits greater in thy ſphere haſt thou? 
Unerring inſtin& thus his nature moy'd ; The 
Made him by man careſs'd, by man belov'd, 

Then 8 let thy actions tend, 

Impell'd by reaſon, to the ſelf- ſame end. 

Onward to truth direct a ſtedfaſt eye; 

Befriended, then, like him thou'lt N like him las 
mented die. 

October 17th, 1785, = h Bl J T, 
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vou ſay, 105 once a wit allow'd 285 
A lady to be like a cloud; 
Then take a Simile as ſoon 
Between a Woman and the Moon; 
I | For 


61 


Fot let mankind-ſay what they willy 
The ſex are bg ay bodies ſtill, 
a. T3 1 % Pore 15% * 
* me (to .mimic, . life,) 73 


The Sun and Moon are man and wites 18 
Whate'er,kind Sol affords to lend ver, © 


Madam diſplays i in midnight ſplendor 3. % 
For while to reſt he lays him down, "A 
She's up and ſtar'd at thro? the town; 

From him her beauties clofe confiningy > ff 
And only in his abſence ſhiningg. 
Or elſe ſhe looks like ſulled tape; | 
Or elſe is fairly in the vapour: 1 
Or owns at once a wife's ambitiong®? 5 
And fully glares in oppoſition," ., ” 
Say, is not this a modiſh pair, | | 
Where each for other feels no eare. 

Whole days in ſeparate coaches driving, ® 
Whole nights to keep afunder ftriving z  * . 
Both in the dumps in gloomy weather; 
And lying once a month together; 

In one ſole point unlike the caſe is, 

On her own head the horns ſhe places. 
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O! Thou whoſe ſweetly pleafing fway, 
Our willing hearts with joy obey, 
O! Hope my pray'r attend: 
The pray'r of one whofe tortur'd heart, 
Pierc'd by AMi&ion's ſharpeſt dart, 
Finds thee its only friend. 


Midſt all the pangs which rend my breaſt, 
And long have robb'd my ſoul of reſt, 

On thee. I will rely; 
For Heav'n in mercy ſent thee here, 
And bade thee wipe the bitter tear 


Fl. a + . „ Coons woe), —— 
3 14044 iC ann * 


Ober all mankind thy care extends; 

Thy Wim the guilty wretch defends, 
From madneſs, and deſpair ; 

To ſtop ſtęra Juſtice in his courſe, 

Thou teacheſt him the wond' ro force 
Of penitence and prayers 


Virtue, by tyrant Pow'r oppreſs'd, 
Friendſhip, afflicted and diſtreſs'd, 

By thee is taught tg riſe; 
And conſcious of her Heav'aly birth, 
To ſcorn the narrow bounds of earth, 


And claim her kindred ſkies. ; 
| Tis 


1 91 
"Tis thine to-pierce the diſmal gloom, 
Where Sorrow weeps o'er Friendſhip's tomb, 
And ſhow that happy ſhore, | 
Where pleaſure ſhall for ever reign,. 
Where virtuous love unites again, 
And friends mall part no more. 


Midſt tort'ring rack, and ſcorching fire, 
The Hero, whom thy voice-inſpire 
In. conſtious virtue brave: 
Triumphantly refigny his breath, 
And-plueks the ſting from vanquiſh'd _ . 
The victꝰ ry from the grave. 


od may thy kind, thy — 

Suſtain me in that dread, hour 
When Nature fhriaks aghad ;- 

When Death's god bands thaſe Ges wall gloſs, . 


And my long pilgriftage of woes, 
Shall have an end at laſt, 


When the pale lamp of life expires, 
When reaſon cala and. @ncy's fires 
Have lef$ my; panzing brook 
Oh! till my lovely-Charub Gays 
And bear my parting @uk away 

To realms of endleſs reſt, 
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. Otium Dives, Wc, WIT 3: $4 33 {40 
| ; 4047 $11 313-9 1163 
BY MR, HASTINGS, ON HIS PASSAGE FROM BENGAL 
TO EXGLAND, IN 1785. 


©» ADDRESSED, r JOHN. SHORE, E8Q, |, / 
2013 an 471-324 

Foz eaſe the harraſs'd ſeamah prays, 
When Equino@ial tempeſts raiſce. 
| The Cape's ſurronnding wave: 6 
When hanging o'er the reef he hears, 0 
Thel eraeking maſt, and ſees or fearts, | 

Beneath, his Wong brevets: 
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For eaſe, the flow Mens ſpoils, 

And hardier Sic erratic toils, | 
While both their eaſeforego x 

For eaſe, which neither gold can buy, 

Nor robes, nor gems, which oft belie, | 

Ihe cover'd heart, beſtow; ' + 


(&7 


For neither gold, nor gems combin'd, 
Can heal the foul, or ſuffering mind, 
Lo! where their owner lies, 
Perch'd on his couch Diſtemper breathes, 
And Care like ſmoke, in turbid wreathes, 
Round the gay cieling flies, . 


He who enjoys nor covets more, 
The lands his father held before, 
Is of true bliſs poſſeſs*d : _ 
Let but his mind unfetter'd tread, 
Far as the paths of knowledge lead, 
And wiſe, as well as bleſt. 


No fears his peace of mind annoy, 
Leſt printed lies his fame deſtroy, _ 
Which labour'd years baye won ; 
Nor pack'd committees break his reſt, _ 
Nor avarice, ſends him forth in queſt, 
Of climes beneath the ſun, * 
i B64 if 4 


Short is our ſpan, then why engage 


Ip ſchemes, for which man's tranſient age, 


Was ne'er by Fate defign'd ; 
Why flight the gifts of Nature's hand, 
What wanderer from his native land, 
E'er left himſelf behind? 
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The reſtleſs thought, and wayward will, 
And diſcontent attend him ſtill, 

Nor quit him while he lives ; 
At ſea, care follows in the wind, 
At land, it mounts the pad behind, 

Or with the poſi-· boy drives. 


He would happy live to day, 

Muſt laugh the preſent ills away, 
Nor think of woes to come, 

For come they will, or ſoon or late, 

Since mix'd at beſt is man's eſtate, 
By Heaven's eternal doom, 


To ripen'd age, Cliveliv'd renowy'd, 

With lacks egrigh'd, with honours crown'd, 
His valour's well earn'd megd; 

Too long, alas! he liv'd, to hate 

His envied lot, and died, tog late, 
From life's oppreſſion freed. 


An early death, was, Elliatt's deo, 
I ſaw his open'ing virtues ham. 
Aud manlꝝ ſeaſe yoſold ; 


It] 
Too ſoon. to fade ! I bade the ſtone, 
Record his name * *midſt Hordes unknown, 
Unknowing what it told, 


To thee, perhaps, the fates may give, 
I wiſh they may, in health. to live, 
Herds, flocks, and fruitful fields; 
Thy vacant hours in mirth to ſhine, 
With theſe, the Muſe already thine, 
; Her preſent bounties yields. 


For me, O Shore! I only claim, 
To merit, not to ſeek for fame, 
The good, and juſt to pleaſe.- 
A ſtate above the fear.of want, 
Domeſtic love, Heaven" $choiceſt grant, 
Health, lelſure, peace, and eaſe. | 


„ Mr. Elliott died in-QQoher 3778; in his way-to- Naugpore, 
the capital of Mogdajce Booſla's dominions, being deputed on ap. 
embaſſy to that Priace, by the Governor General and Council; a 
monument was erected to his memory, on the ſpot-where he was 
buried; and the Marattas have fince built a town © ney, called 
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ro THE MEMORY OF MISS MARIA LINLEY, WH@ 
it DIED SEPTEMBER 5, 1784, 


0 


BY GAPTAIN THOMPSON» 


Lesbi puella, wale ! 
Cara Maria, vale ! 


Ir truth, if virtue, innocence and grace, 
May in celeſtial records claim a place, 
Finley, thy name is with an angel's pen 

written on golden leaves by ſainted men: 

If wit, if beauty, modeſty and ſenſe, 

Met earth's a pplauſe, or heav'n's high recompence ; 2 
If e'er an angel left the ſolar ſphere, 

To fix in wonder ev'ry eye and ear, 

"Twas thee, Maria - whoſe ſuperior grace 

Prov'd thee deſcended of celeſtial race; 

Prov'd thee deſigned to mitigate our care, 

And raiſe our minds to know what angels are. 

Maria, dear, adieu! and from th' abode 

Of ſaints beſtow thy light to point the road 
That by thy radiance we may gain the iky, - 

And paſs with thee a bleſs'd eternity. 


EPITAPH, 
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FOR THE GRAVE OF OSSIAN IN GLEX-ALMo x. 
BY THE EARL'OF BUCHANs — +«- 


Roli. on, ye dark-brown years, let ages roll, 
And like the waves of ever moving ocean, 

Or leaves of trees, let ſons of men ariſe. 

Nor dark brown years, nor ages rolling on 
The voice of Cona e' er ſhall ceaſe to hear; 
Lift up your heads, ye hills of Alpin green, 
Lift up your dewy heads the clouds above :; 
And in the vales let your blue ſtreams rejoice, 

1 Of other times the joy of grief to raiſe,” 
The ſong and ſoul of Oſſian yet remain, 

O ſons of Alpin! of the ſtrong in arms ! 115 
Here fail'd the hero's ſtrength, and here the tomb 
All that eould die of Cona's chief received 1 
Here on his ſaff the tuneful hero leant, 5 

Down to the narrow houſe with four grey done 
Here did he ſink by Mora's ſtone to deep. * 
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THE LAUREL AND THORN. 


Warren ON SEEING THE DUCHESS or DEVOX- 
SHIRE WITH A LAUREL BOUQUET AT THE TIME 
*F THE WESTMINSTER ELECTION, 1784. 


BY- Re COOKSEY, ESQ. 


WHEN Ny faw. the Laurel wreath” 
Eutu in'd round Devon's breaſt, 4 
In ſounds which. ßends alone — breaths, 
She Calumny thus addreſs'd 


% From Devon's breaſt (tho? ſhe be fait 
« As Venus ocean-hoxn,) 

* That Laurel, fer! will we teat, 
And plant therein a Therg,”” 


On this, much labour they beſtow, . 
But Virtue mock'd their toil; 
And kind forbade a Thorn to 
In her moſt favor d foil. . 


[ 9 ] 
Soon as it rais*t its budding head, 
As ſoon to droop *twag ſeen 


The Laurel more luxurious ſpread, 
And ſtill blooms ever - green. 


To A YOUNG LADY WEO MAD. COPIED. THE 
PICTURE OF UNA, BY ANGEL1OA AUMA 


FICTION has ſung that in the wild 
Deſarted Una lay, 

Whoſe eyes could look een Ty gers mild, 
Whoſe voice made Wolves obey. 


The painter caught the poet's fire - 

And Tygers, fporting mild, 
With Wolves, in Kauffman's tints admire 
Blithe Spenſer's fancied child. 


But—when next on Una's face 
Your pencil's poweyoy try, 

Let not each feature and each grace 
Angelica ſupply « 


But, by a Mirror's faithfut aid, 
With nice attention draw 

From model of thyſelf, ſweet maid * - 
A form without a flaw, 


At 


C06 33 
At fight of which, tho' no fierce brood 
(Infringing Nature's laws, ) 
Of Tygers fawn and leave their food, 
A Lion's roar applauſe ; 


Yet, which from reaſonable men 
Shall admiration claim, 15 
And which the pencil and the pen 

Shall conſecrate to fame. 


THE FOLLOWING JEU D'ESPRIT 18 THE PRODUC- 
. TION: OF THE ELEGANT MRS. BOND HOPKINS, 
WHO SEEING A SMALL ROBIN FOLLOWING A CRN 
TLEMAN IN THE SEVERE WEATHER OF THB 
SPRING, WROTE THE FOLLOWING, STANZAS 
EXTEMPORE» 


Piſs 


OWEET bird! who cheer'ſt the heavy hours 

Of Winter's dreary reign : 

Oh! ſtill exert thy tuneful powers, 

And pour the vocal ſtrain, 

Whilſt I with gratitude prepare 

The food thy wants demand, R 
Go not to ſeek a ſcanty fare 


From Nature's frozen hand. F 
- Domeſtic 


1 95 1 
Domeſtic bird, near me remain, 
Until the verdant Spring 
Again ſhall bid the woodland train 
Their grateful tributes bring. 
Sweet Robin then, thou mayꝰſt explore, 
And join the feather'd thron g. 


10 


When ev'ry vocal bufh' half pour 997 i FI 
The energy of ſong.” Ul 50) Arbon 8% £38 
May'ſt thou enjoy the filver ſcene, * 2.9 19 
Till all i its charms are o'er, - ' ngqu ut gulli ul 
And Winter's melancholy reign, U T 211503 
Amme, * 59 424 Yo Zachun 
en 4: |; hon ms 

o CAPABILITY, boo 


mov“ s ALTERATIONS AT CLERMONTs ' 
vg! Mas TY © ** 

AH ! murmur not, Art, at your Brown's innovation, 
You are ſtill a fine lady, tho? with leſs affectation: 
And Nature, ah! pardon his hand while it dreſſes, 
So ſweetly, ſo ſimply, your features and treſſes: 
Your ſoft ſwelling boſom, not chaſtely coneealin 8. 
Not faintly diſcloſing, not fully revealing; | 
Ah ! pardon his hand, if it haply ſhould venture, 
In ſearch of whe en u down to. * 


'P, $ 


| BON 


While your eyes view his works, to deny there's 2 
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BON MOT, 


@F THE LATE CHARLES TOWNSHENDs. 


IT is well known, that a4 ons time Lord Ratring- 
ton was honoured with the favour of the diſtiaguiſh- 
ed Counteſs of. The Noble Lord one 
day calling in upon the famaus flateſman, and wit, 
Charles. Townſhend, found him. ſurrounded with a 
number of huge folios. What, exclaims. Lord 
« B. do you read, Charles! I did not think that. 
« a man of your wit and fancy could be ſo ſtudious.“ 
« Good God} replies Mr. Townſſtond do you, 
$ think it ſtrange that a man ſhould read Do 
« you never read &—Do you not now and then, my 
Lord, take a dip into Harrington i occan? 


PO. ACERTAIN ATHEIST. 


INDEED, Mr, —— it eme very odd, 


God; 
Or aſſert that our actions he does not regard, 


Nor will puniſh our vice, nor our virtue reward. 
What! 


ts } 
What ! no vengeanee to come! well, if this be but 
true, 5 
How happy 'twill be for the Deyil and you, 


ON TY DEATH, OF, THE LATH $1GHT HONOURABLE 
CHAR HE5, 1 OWNSHAND | 


BY BONNEL THORNTON, ESQ, 


A Aren. 


HEAVEN and Hell might ſtrive to catch him, | 
But that the alone did ſnatch him. | 
No longer veer'd by every blaſt, | 
The weather cock is fitxt at laſt, | | 

: J 


TO THR AYTEQR OK R ABQVE CATCHs | 


RAKE not the aſhes of the dead} 

Hear this, thou monſter—hide thy head, 
Thou moſt unfeeling heart of hearts! 
Thou foe to England's brighteſt parts, 

In dull obliyion thou wilt rot, 

Town/end can never be forgot. 


36 f 


4. F 


WHEN THE LATE DUCHESS OF KINGSTON WAS AT 


ROME, (WHO 1s AT PRESENT THE DOWAGER 
COUNTESS OF BRISTOL) SHE BEING MUCH PIS- 

 TRESSED IN HER MIND, 158 SAID TO HAVE AD- 
DRESSPD HERSELF TO THE THEN POPE, IN THE 
FOLLOWING LINES ; 


SINCE thine is the only power on earth we know, 
Can waſh the blackeſt ſoul as white as ſnow ; 
Dread, Sire, of mercies humbly; deigu to meet 
The firſt of finners proſtrate at thy feet. 
Strange to relate, who once a married maid, , 
As (now a wife, and widow) claims thy aid; 
Spare her confeſſions, leſt it grieve thee ſore, 

To hear ſuch ſins, as prieſt ne'er heard before. 
The eaſieſt way to lump them all at once, 
And abſolution in a trice pronounce ; 

Then fix the pennance, let it be for life, 

To the true huſband, ſend the ſpotleſs wife. 


BPIGRAM, 


* 1 


E PIG R A M. 


ON THE WON DAM DUCHESS OF K=———Y, SAID 
TO BE WRITTEN BY DR. D—5, ONE OF THB 
RESIDENTIARIES OF ST. PAUL'S, 

4 437 34% 


' Who is ſhe? 
A WIFE, who to her huſband ne'er laid claim; 
A mother, who her children ne'er durſt name ; 
Is this a wonder? more yet may be ſaild. 
This wife—this mother—flill remains a maid. 


4 9 þ- is th: & 
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BY MR, LVUDERSs „2 T to 463 241 


DSHE's ſo lively and ſo fair, geting 

Where'er ſhe comes all hearts ſubmit, > 

Charm'd by her beauty and her wit: 
Her ſpouſe thinks he's her only care; 

Her lover hears it with ſurpriſe, 

It is impoſſible,” he cries, 


« She's ſo lively and ſo fair,” 


LINES 


ru Sfr TEEING fuk eoUnTass TEMPLE ., 
THE xOTUNDA IN DUBLIN. 


ERE the fam'd Grecian artiſt + could 
The peerleſs Her. ew's charms diſplay, 

Ten nymphs, the boaſt of Afia, ſtood 
Unveil'd before him | in array. 


As once, on Ida's tnount 'tis faid, 
Whete conteſt was for beauty's prize, 

Three goddeſſes their charms diſplay'd, 
Before the ſhepherd's b raviſl'd eyes. 


But were the bard to theſe coufin'd, 
* He'd ne'er that firſt of graces paint, 
The ray of Temett?'s angel mind, 

To which all earthly tints are faint! 


* Now Marchibnefs of Backiochom, 
+ Zevuxis, 802. 
1 Paris. 
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TO TEE EARL OF CARLISLE, THEN VICEROY 2 
l 111 Arras g. ene ' 


BY To gue co, — L. 3. 


WHO hath not © beard, by 3 told, 
How thre? deſerted rocks, and barten tand, 
Torn from the dying maſter's tuneleſt hand, 


Down Thracian fireans the lyre of Orpheus e 


The muſt beheld nor tmadleſs that of b 
Her infant ſtrains the riſihg city * 17 
Exalted fair among the ſtatry band. 

The plaſtic fhell renews if heaVetily ares 
innen hape e endeten des, ia a 

Which now her willing hand ſubmits * | 
O mafe—lov'd Howard, firſt of Engliſh names ! 

'Tis thine to raiſe her injured ſtrings anew 

Till, every laſting glory call'd in view, 
Admiring ages hail the work divine. 


SONNET, 
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$'O'N NET. 


a> rose VIHT ,”7 124.1940 70 1445 54 

TO THE AUTHOR OF THE DRAMATIC POEM or 

CARACTACUS, 
BY THE SAME: 

le: 21909-1296 d „bnd en Hud Ch: 
Lo! at the poe s call from ancient night, _ 
Druid, and patriot-bard, and chieftain brave, 
Who bent on freedom, or a glorious grave, 
To veteran arms oppos'd their native mi _— 
When papt the cliffy that break the Belgie ware, 
The Julian Eagles wipg'd a bolder ficht, 
To reach the bound where Thule's.icy. cave 
Reflects the doubtful ſun's declining light. 
Yet, Maſon! yet another taſk remains 
To fill the trump of Albion's early fame; 239121 
Be thine to paint ſuperiour to his chains 
The captive! prince before the: Claudiau throne: 
While Rome beholds with tributaryhnỹe 
The lofty port of virtue once her . 


a F 8 5 PS. K 4 
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RHAPSODY. 
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WRITTEN AT STRATFORD-UPON=AYONs 
BY THE SAME, 


O Firf and boldeſt of the tuneful throng 
That drew from nature's ſource the powers of ſong.! 
If from the orb of ſome propitious ſtar 1 
Serenely gliding at the cloſe of day, 7 
Thy ſpirit love to tread this hallow d ground | 
Which ſaw thy birth and hail'd thy virgin lay, 
Let not unmark'd a youthful ſuppliant kneel, | 
Immortal SuAKEsTEAAE. He with infant zeal | 
Thy flights rever'd, and worſhipp'd, from afar, | 
His moral guide to life's uncertain bound, | 
The child of Fancy by the virtues crown'd. 
Unrivall'd yet on earth ! however Greece 
Exalt her fathers of poetic lore; 8 
Whatever. Rome's high boaſt, when new to peace 
Her arts conceal'd that freedom was no more 1 
Far leſs by thoſe their heirs of later days, 
With all the ſelf-plum'd tribe of modern Gaul, 
Whoſe powder'd critics join at Faſhion's call 
To mock with feeble light thy noon- tide — 
Vor. II. F Nor 


{ 202 J 
Nor thine with ſervile efforts to retrace , 
What arts of elder times had made their own, 
Selected features of ideal grace 
In breathing paint, or Promethean ſtone, 
Or verſe that time reſpects, and world admires. 
Self- rich in nature's elemental ſtore, 
Perennial fountain! unexhauſted mine! 
Thine, like a God, with abſolute controul 
To ſway the movements of the various ſoul, 
O'er-leap the walls of empyrean fire, 


| * ſketch with mortal hand the vaſt defign, 
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WRITTEN JULY 20, 1779, FOR A DRU1D'S CELL, 
IN THE GARDEN OF RICHARD HOARE, ESQ, AT 
TRE ELMS, IN SURREY; 


STAY, paſſenger, and view a Druids cell, 
Where neither gayeity nor pomp invites, 
Comfort with grandeure dothe not alwayes dwell, 
But oft in humble cottages delyghtes. 


Il boaſt no gylded walls, no paynted dome, 
© Theſe oaks, and miſletoe, are deare to me, 
My furniture is wove in Nature's loom, 
My wealth is innocence and lybertie. 


Come 
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Come then, and muſe within this calm retreat ; 


(Forgetting what the world calls gay or fine) 
I envy not the ſplendoure of the great, 
Let fortune be their boa content is mine. 


SONNET 


| : . * ; , 
ADDRESSED TO R. r. CAREW, ES &: 


BY r. WARWICK, L, . 3. 


To clinch at early dawn the mountains ſide, 


Ere devious herds have bruſh'd the dews away, 
Be mine: at noon amid yon elms to ſtray, 
Whoſe artleſs tufts the cooling current hide: 
Mine from the purple heath's horizon wide 
To trace the ſplendours of reclining day, 
Until the moon, my homeward path to guide, 
Diſtain the foreſt-edge with filver-grey, 

And if ſuch ſcenes the riſing ſoul expand, 

The flutter'd heart if fimple bliſs beca'm, 
Where nature cloſelier knits the ſocial tie, 

No light addition ſhould my Care's hand 
With equal friendſhip's animating balm 

To letter'd eaſe the place of fame ſupply. 
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8 ON N E x, 


TO A LADY» 


BY THE SAME, 


* 


ACCEPT, fair patriot! from the muſe's hand 
This myrtle-crown, with roſes interleay'd— 
This, ſtretch'd on yonder cliff, thy poet weav'd 
Embower'd by rocks, by riſing breezes fann'd ; 
Mean time his ey@@he boundleſs ocean ſcann'd, 
Whoſe waves, with pauſing ſound his ear reliev'd, 
And fancy dwelt on naval palms atchiey'd 
By ſea-girt Albion's tutelary band. 

Nor thou reject, however rudely twin'd, 
Thoſe native emblems of thy face and mind, 
Nor ſcorn the verſe which honeſt warmth inſpires ; 
For well thou know'ſt, that Art can ill controul 
The wild luxuriance of a Britiſh ſoul, 
When Freedom animates, and Beauty fires, 


EPIGRAM.. 
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EK PIGR AM. 


WRITTEN IN A SEAT IN MR. BAMPFYLDE' 8 woons 


AT HESTERCOMBE, NEAR TAUNTON, SOMERSET, © 


CALLED THE WITCHES' PARLOUR, AND WHICH 


' COMMANDED THE PROSPECT OF HIS PLEASUaE 


GROUNDS. bj 


BY THE LATE REV, DR, LANGHORNE, 


O ER Bampfylde's wood by Nature's beauties grac'd, 


A Witch preſides—but then that Witch is Tr . 


FE 


038rnvarion OF AN INDIAN, ON SANO A VERY | 


YOUNG M188 WITH A HOOP PETTICOAT., 


AN artleſs Indian through the town, 

In ſearch of fights, walked up and down ; 
Each object filled him with furprize ; 

At length hoopecoats attract his eyes; 
What ſight is here! he ſaid, and ſmil'd; 
A very infant ſure with child! 


L 106% 
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ON MR. PITT'S BEING PELTED BY THE MOR ON 
LORD MAYOR'S DAY, 1785. 


THE city feaſt inverted here we find, 
For Pitt had his PEsEA T before he Dix'o. 


ON READING Da. JJHNSON'S PRAYERS AND MEDI» 


VIEW'D in the full meridian blaze, 
Of Learning's artificial rays, 

Jobnſon ſeems more than common: 
When, like a puritas divine, | 
We ſee him goſſop, cant and whine, 


The Doctor an Old Woman, 


- Sunt Iachryme rerum. 


ON A BALLOON PURSE. 


To make purſes Balloons—is undoubtedly right; 
A Balloon is my Purſe, for 'tis frequently /ight ; 
When 'tis full, how 7 mount—how I ſoar in the flies 
How I ſpurn all elow—how I earth-worms deſpiſe— 
How rapid I fly through the regions of air! — 

But when empty, I ſink—over-whelm'd with deſpair ! 


CUPIN's 


( 07 ] 
CUPID” BOW STRING. 


I, 


| Wrrg filken cords the bards of old, 
The little Urchin's bow have ſtrung ; 
But modern bards full better told, 
When it with hair they now have hung.— 


II. 


In ſilken bonds, the maid, tis ſaid, 
Her lover ſtill retains at call; 

But without hair I'm ſore afraid, 
Love's arrow now would often fall. 


| III. 
When maids in filken locks are dreſſed, 
'Tis long and lank, the ſpring is gone 
And Cupids dart, tho? ſtrong at firſt, 
From it too ſoon the force is flown, 
. 


But if with rougher hair they're found, 
Which curling up retains it's force ; 
'Twill ſtretch and ſpang, and curl again, 
And Cupid's dar: will fit of courſe, . 
Dulce eſſ decipere in loco. Z. 
F IMPROMPTU. 
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BY BISHOP ATTERBURY,, 


ON A CHALLENGE TO THE BISHOP TO DICTATE 
SOMETHING IN PRAISE OF A GOOSE-QUILL 3 FROM 
THE WORDS, ©** DESPISE NOT THE. WORTH OF 
THOSE THINGS THAT ARE SMALL,” 


* The words of the wiſe man thus preach d to us all, 
© Deſpiſe not the worth of thoſe things that are ſmall," 


TRE quill of the Goof is a very flight thing, 

Yet it feathers the arrow that flies from the ſtring ; 
Makes the bird it belongs to, riſe high in its flight, 
And the jack it has oil'd againſt dinner go right. 

It brightens the floor, when turn'd to a broom, 
And bruſhes down cobwebs at the top. of the room; 
Its plumage by age into figures is wrought, 

Its ſoft as the hand, and as quick as the thought. 
It warms in a muff, and cools in a ſcreen ; 

It is good to be felt, it is good to be ſeen. . 

When wantonly waving, it makes a fine ſhow 

On the creſt of the warrior, or hat of the beau, 
The quill of the gooſe (I ſhall never have done, 

If thro? all its perfections and praiſes I run) 
xz x Make 


& {5 DO: 

Makes the harpſichord vocal, which elſe would' be 
mute, | 

And enlivens the ſound, the ſweet ſound of the flute; 

Records what is written in verſe or in proſe, 

By Ramſay, by Cambray, by Boyle, or Deſpreauzx. 

T herefore well did the wiſe man th . to us 
all— 

% Deſpiſe not the worth of thoſe things that are 
ſmall, 59 


P1244 ES 
ON JOHN HEWITT, 28d. 


LATE PURSE-BEARER TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR 
OF IRELAND, (WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE or 
A LADY WHO WISHED TO PRESERVE A PICTURE 
OF HIM,) | , 


HER 5 Fat Jack reclines—and there's no one will | 
rue it— 
What, Jack Falfiaff / no, no, his great brother, 
Fack Hewitt ! | 
An eight bottle toper, where claret was fine, 
And wherever it was he'd aſſuredly dine. 
Tho' the ſweets of the vintage he higheſt reſpected, 
Each diſh at the table he never neglected, 
* Whenever 
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Whenever he din'd with * Eblana's 4 Archbiſhop, 
The wonder-ſruck company gave every diſh up! 
A Turkey and Capon, and ſuch /ittle birds, 
He gulp'd like a ſchool boy a half*orth of curds ! 
Six rounds of a twelvepenny loaf ev'ry day, 
In a well butter'd toaſt, he devour'd at his tea! 


' *Twas a doubt with his friends whether Gog or 


Magog, 


Could eat, or could ſwill with this overgrown hog !— 


Among maudlin wits he was cock of the ſchool, 

But the wiſe ones pronounc'd him a damnable fool; 
Not wiſe ones who knew that his coffers were full, 
For o'erflowing coffers enrich ev'ry ſkull !— 

He liv'd a gay life between eating and drinking, 
And of this and his money for ever was thinking; 
In this was his genius, his fame, and his merit, 

If our Falſtaff did oppofite virtues inherit, 

| Thoſe wirtzes that live in an amiable breaſt, 

His — 3 Townſhend 3, mult tell you the reſt, 


'PappyY Wack. 


® Dublin. 
+ Dr. Craddock, who had an aſtoniſhing appetite. 


1 When his Lordſhip was Vicer »y of Ireland, Fat Jack Was a 
diſtinguiſhed bortle companion of his, 
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ON THE SCULPTURES OF THE HONOURABLE MRSe 
A. DAMER, DAUGHTER TO GENERAL CONWAY» 


BY CHARLES FRANCIS BAIINI. 


CLEOMENES * diſplay'd the tempting ſcene, 
Which ſhews the beauties of the Cyprian Queen: . 
Now in return, the goddeſs plays his part, 
And ſhews the beauties of the ſculptor's art. 

The graces ſmiling wait on her command, 

And eaſe the labour of their miſtreſs* hand, 

From her ſkill'd touch, immortal Gods improve, 7 
And ſenſeleſs blocks are ſtarting into love. 

The dulleſt clods of earth a foul acquire, 

Fen frigid marble breathes ara fire; 


The famous Venus a Medicis i is the work of Cleomenes, as 
appears from the following lines, written on the baſis of that 
admirable ſtatue KAEOMENHZ ATIOAAOAOPOY A®ENAIOZ 
ENNEZEN=—==—Made by Cleomenes, ſon of Apollodorus, the 
Athenian, 


+ In the year 1783 an excellent model of Mercury, by the ho- 
nourable Mrs, A. Damer, was exhibited at Somerſet-Houſe, and in 
the year 17g, the buſt of Neptune, and that of the Goddeſs 
Ifis, by the ſame hand. 


t Cupid catching a butterfly, a moſt ingenious emblem, and 
likewiſe a production of the honourable Mrs, A. Damer, exhibited 
in the year 1725, 
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Her chiſel, wond'rous more than Orpheus' lute, 


Can ſoften rocks, and deify a brute, 


Before Diana's dogs $ with pious zeal, 

Before their cats, Egyptians us'd to kneel 

Lo! to the ſame an altar || Britons rear, 

But what was folly there, is wiſdom here. 
Florence, adicu ! farewel both Greece and Rome, 


Superior wonders can be ſeen at home 


Exalted wit, and genius unconfin'd, 
The charms of beauty with the pureſt mind! 
The throne of Pallas, and the Muſe's ſeat ' 


| Enraptur'd we behold in SAcxv 1LLE-STREETs 


& The Dogs of Diana had temples erected in every town of 
Egypt, which Juvenal humorouſly introduced in his fifteenth 
ſatire : Cats were alſo an object of Egyptian ſuperſtition, as may 
be ſeen in Cicero's de Natura Deorum. 


j} The kittens carved by the above lady, and eſpecially her 
beautiful ſleeping dogs, exhibited laſt ſeaſon, have been univerſally 


admired. 


N.B, The town reſidence of the honourable Mrs, A. Damer is 
in Sackville-Street. 


EPIGRAM, 


cis 3. 


EPI GR A M. 
en THE TRANSMIGRATION OF THE $OVL. 


Jr as our follies are, Tom ſaid, 
ſhall we be transform'd when dead: 
Exempla docent—T'll one quote, 

The luſtful man will be a Goat. | 
Says Jack, if that ſhould come to paſs, 
Then by your rule you'll be an 2%. 


TO THE COUNTESS or JERSEY, 
Jan I, 1786, 


SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY MR, JERNINGRAM- 


Mar thy bark © (el amie) y hang clear of the Ny 
And happily glide thro the year eighty-fix ; 

Had I my fond wiſh, I would then be thy gale, 
And true to my office, would live in the fail, 


VERSES 
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ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 


Love's tyrant power again I own, 
Unequal to the ſtrife, 

Hope, Fancy's child, with youth is flown, 
Nor gilds the gloom of life, 


Ah, form'd to win, to ſooth, or pleaſe, 
And warm the coldeſt breaſt ; 

To charm with elegance and eaſe, 
In ſmiles and ſweetneſs dreſt. 


Maria come; —each throbbing fear 
Which reaſon can't controul, 

I feel, and oft the burſting tear, 
— The anguiſh of the ſoul, 


Still let me mark each ſparkling grace, 
Still at your bliſs rejoice ; 

And ſometimes ſee Maria's face, 
And hear Maria's voice, 


When beauty, wit, with taſte combines, 
The gentleſt temper's ſeen ; 

It's thus the brilliant emerald ſhines, 

In ſhades of ſofteſt green, 


( ns J 


Poliſh'd and gay, be every ſtrain 
That ſpeaks Maria's praiſe z 

My wounded heart muſt till complain, 
For paſſion prompts my lays.— 


Yes, my Maria, we muſt part, 
The ſweet delufions o'er ; 

Another may deſerve your heart, 
But who can love you-more ? 


$' 0 N 6. 
TO MRS, , 1760. 


My Anna, muſt we, muſt we part, 
What mean thoſe boding fighs ! | 
Ah, let me elaſp you to my heart, 
And Kiſs thoſe ſtreaming eyes !— 
| 


Thoſe ſtreaming eyes, all bath'd in tears, 
With mildeſt luſtre gleam ; 

As yonder watery cloud appears, 
Gilt by the ſolar beam, — 


_ Pleaſure, my Anna, ſwiftly flies, 
And youth's a fading flower ; 

Then let our warmeſt paſſions riſe, 
And ſnatch the preſent hour. 


5 BY 


Let no vain fears your purpoſe move, 
Nor cloud that beauteous face, 
Its heaven that purifies our love 
In Sympathy's embrace. 
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Come liſten to a love-lorn tale, 
Reclin'd upon my breaſt, 

There Anna every ſweet exhale 
Fragrant as myrtle preſt. 
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In tender accents, once more ſay, 
And mutual love diſcloſe, 

Soft as the foſtering dews in May 
That nurſe the budding roſe, 


* 
N * 


Dear youth, by fond affection led, 
Enjoy your Anna's charms ; 
Then ſweetly bluſh, drop that dear head, 
And fink into my arms, 


E P Il GRA M. 


ADDRESSED TO LORD SHELBURNE, ON HIS BEING 
APPOINTED MINISTER — ON THE MARQU1$S OF 
ROCKINGHAM'S DEATH. 


' SAID Charles, in a joke, Aftley kifling his hand, 
My lord, you're the verieſt rogue in the land; 
| His 


[ 7 J 


His lordfhip retorted with humourous ſpite, _ 

Of a ſubject my * Liege (ſtill ſaving your right:) 
—Curſe on Jeſts, thus foreſtall'd—at this time ſo fit, 
To give George and Shelburne, a topic for wit.— 


APOLOGY FOR LORD SHELBURNE ASSERTING - 
THREE FALSEHOODS, IN HIS SPEECH, IN THE 
HOUSE OF LORDS. 


AN EPIGR A Ms 


THREE fibs in one ſpeech !—Pricfh make the 
cauſe plain 

* Truth's refracted to lies in my old pupil's 
| „ 

The medium's in fault, then whence your ſurprize, 
Ev'u Saville ſo form'd, would be noted for lies, 
Price and I ſtrove to cure him, our efforts miſcarry, 
So we handed him over to Dunzing aud Barre, 


® Vide, North's examen. 


10 
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TO THE 


PRINTER OF THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER, 


February gth, 1 773. 


F ˙ ͤ —— — . Ä’ 2 
. | | — \ 7 


Sin, 


As diſcuflions on duelling are become faſhionable, 
both in news-papers and converſation, it may be 
ſome entertainment to your readers to conſider the 
facts and progreſſions of the point henour which 
are ſo well known and ſyſtematically purſued in our 
ſiſler kingdom. As the Grecian philoſophers in the 
infancy of ſcience, travelled into Agypt for inſtruc- 
tion, 1 think 8. J. M. or S. T. W=—do, ſhould 
take a trip to Ireland, or conſult the initiated on 
this important and intereſting ſubject. They might 
obtain ſufficient knowledge, by being admitted as 
Viſitors to the Powder and Ball Club, eſtabliſhed in the 
— county of Cunamaragh ; for I apprehend neither of 
thoſe worthy Knights would chooſe to qualify him. 
ſelf as a member, as no gentleman is elected who 
has not been ſhot in ſome part of his body. What 
peculiarly diſtinguiſhes this inſtitution, is, that if the 
ball has been extracted, the candidate is inadmiſ- 
fible, and there is no room for negotiation, 
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The preſent prefident, Pheilm O'Shaughneſly, Eſq; 
knight of the ſhire, is actually in poſſeſſion of ele- 
yen bullets in different parts of his body, He 1s 
the envy and admiration of the whole province, and 
might prove a valuable acquiſition to Lord Pomfret, 
ſince he has loſt his lead mine, Such of the mem- 
bers who have unfortunately eſcaped with- a ſhot in 
the limbs, (which is termed «vinging) are only 
allowed to dine at the ſide table, 

It is ſcarcely, conceivable, Mr, Woodfall, how _ 
laudably ambitious the young men are to be ad- 
mitted to the preſident's table; and it is no uncom- 
mon circumſtance for a candidate to burſt into tears, 
on his receiving only a fleſh wound in a duel. When 
the ſurgeon thinks it indiſpenſably neceſſary to ex- 
tract the ball to ſave the patient's life, he uſes only 
this deciſive argument: My dear ſoul, you will 
© remember and recolle& that if you will die now, 
© you will never be = member of the club at all at 
all; but by living a little longer, you may have 
„the good luck to be ſhot again, when we may 
* allow the lead to ſettle in your body without any 
% moleſtation.” 

The poor gentleman then ſubmits reluctantly, 
and commonly ſends the ball to his miſtreſs, to wear 
in the ſleeve of her gown, with a copy of pathetic 
verſes lamenting the cruelty of his ſituation. Here 


\ follows 


od ff - 


follows a ſpecimen of this Heroic Hibernian poetry, 
which is generally ſet to muſic, and ſung by the 
young Lady with great expreſſions of concern. 


ELECIAC VERSES SENT TO MISS NANNY 
O'FLANAGAN, BY HER .CONSTANT LOVER 
AND ADORER, DONAGH O'COOLAGAN, ISO, 
WITH A BULLET CUT OUT OF HIS WOUND, 
AND INCLOSED THEREIN. 


I. 


O my deareſt, deareſt jewel, 
Pity my ſad diſgrace: 

The fates to me proves cruel, 
And laves me in a piteous caſe, 


MH, 


The bullet taken from my wound 
Will ſoon ſhut up with plaiſter, 

Nor at the club will I be found, 
Oh pity my diſ. aſter. 


III. 


Oh yeh, then for your true love grieve, 
Cry out your eyes with pain, 
And wear this bullet in your ſleeve 
Till I be ſhot again. | 


* 


When 


0 E 


When the members of this extraordinary elub are 
all aſſembled, each one is placed according to his 
rank, that is, according to the weight of lead in his 
body. The prefident then takes the chair, aud ad- 
dreſſes his brethren; 

% By Jaſus, my boys, we will be very jolly to 
„night. Here, you waiter, the devil fire you, fetch 
« up twelve bottles of wine, two brace of piſtols, and 
tt a plate of powder and ball, that all diſputes may 


© be honourably and amicably ſettled among Fen- 


« tlemen, if there ſhould be any quarrelling or fight- 
« ing to night, that there may be no trouble or diſ- 
“ putes, and that we ans Ho be all good friends to- 
„ morrow morning.“ 
The origin of this Hibernian ſociety, andi in what 
degree it influences and produces national manners, 

ſhall be the ſubject of another letter. 

Iam, 
Sir, 

 Your's, 
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TO THE 
PRINTER OF THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER, 


Feb. 27, 1773. 
SIR, 


J Re-afſume the pen to fulfill my promiſe, by fur. 
niſhing you with further anecdotes of the Cunama- 
ragh Club ; as I flatter myſelf the memoirs of that 
illuſtrious ſeminary may prove both a uſeful and 
agreeable entrainment to your readers. 


The ſpirit of their inſtitution has diffuſed ieſelf 
through all ranks of people; and I hear by the laſt 
packets, that a diſpute between a maſter and a 
Journeyman taylor, about ſtitching a button-hole, 
was finally and honourably decided in the Phœnix- 
Park with piſtols, | 


I own there is a ſelect party, who ſeem rather 
averſe to the Powder and Ball Sem; but, they con- 
fiſt of men, who, by an improper education, have 


baſely degenerated from that gallantry which diſ- 


tinguiſhes their countrymen. Many of them imbibe 


theſe Prejudices at Eton and Cambridge, and are po- 


liked into an unmanly refinement and ſentimental 
feelings. 


( 123 J 
feelings. However, I hear the patriots intend 
introducing a Bill to prevent theſe early emigrations 
to England for the future. If Lord Harcourt ſup- 
ports it, he will become very popular; as it will be 
eſteemed the criterion of his profeſions and admini- 
ſtration.—— Though I approve and applaud that, 
laudable zeal and jealouſy which actuate the Iriſh 
Patriots, yet I think a trifling deviation from the 
national ſyſtem on points of honour, introduced and 
ſupported only by à few contemptible individuals, 
cannot be attended with very pernicious conſe- 
quences. On the niceſt calculation, I find that nine- 
tenths of the kingdom are governed by Spaniſh 
Punctilios, and devoted to Powder and Ball. Thus 
the two contending parties bear no proportion to 
each other, and are as effectually diſtinguiſhed by 
their manners, as the black and yellow Caribbs. 


I ſhould not omit mentioning, as a ſtriking pecu- 
liarity, that the precepts and maxims of the Cuna- 
maragh Academy, are conveyed in verſe, and ſung 
to the harp, It is well known, that the wiſeſt phi- 
loſophers and legiſlators of antiquity adopted this 
mode of inſtructing the people. The following ani- 
mated ſtanzas, like the War Song of the Indians, 
Inſpire a contempt of death, and of every debafing 
ſentiment, which, under a ſpecions appearance of 
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inculcating politeneſs and humanity, has a fatal 
© tendency to repreſs the generous efforts of true cou. 
rage and heroiſm. | 


. 


A. $ ON. G, 


COMPOSED BY MURLAGH @'SULLIVAN, FOR Tu? 
- INSTRUCTION AND DELIGHT OF THE MEMBER 
OF THE CUNAMARAGH CLUB, 


Tune — They fought in their Brogues, and they Hab 
abith their deins. : 


L 


COME, let us be jolly, my boys, 
Still ready for every call; 
For drinking and fighting's our joys, 
The chorus is—Powder and Ball. 
Fal de ral, &6, 


II. 


Our ſport is to game, drink, and hunt, 
To fire off our piſtols and pence, 
And we never will take an affront, 
Becauſe — we firſt give the offence. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


III. Hark 


L 125 1 


III. 


Harken to O'Sullivan's ſong, 
Which points out the way that is right, 
And bids you ſhew courage when wrong, 
For chat g the occaſion to fight, - 
Fal de ral, _ 


IV. 


Tho? your friend, like a Prince, entertains, 
If you don't like the Toa that he puts, 
Ne'er boggle to blow out his brains, 
Or lend * a thruſt in the guts. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


V. 


If you chooſe for to call at his door, 
And find that he is'nt within; | 
He affronts you the ſon of a whore ! 
Ogh Wen a round hole in his ſkin. 
| | Fal de ral, &c. 


VI. 


Mechanics will come with their r 
And beg you to pay them ſome money; 

Never heed their complaints and their ills, 
But give them Bbilllagb, my honey. 


* 


Vox. u. n VII. Or 


(61 
VII. 
Or that if you languifh with love, 


And the Lady would wiſh to eſcape, 
You'll make her as tame as a dove, 


By only committing a rape. 


Fal de ral, &c. 


VIII. 


Then lay her faſt ty'd on a horſe, 
Her eyes will ſtream like two fountains ; 
Never mind the dear creter's remorſe, 


© But carry her ſafe to the mountains. 
Fal de ral, 25 | 


IX, 


There Madam muſt ſtarve for her tricks, 
Till ſhe's too weak to reſiſt ; 
But till if ſhe ſtruggles and kicks, 


Then _ her a thump with your fiſt. 
Fal de ral, &c, 


X. 


Ogh! that makes her deadly and faint, 
And faves all her bluſhes and cries ; 
Then raviſh the beautiful ſaint, 
e that ſhe opens her eyes. 
Fal de ral, &c, 
XI. In 


1127 J 
. 


In a cave, like Queen Dido's, the place, 
For robbing each beautiful charm 
But if ſhe complies with a grace, 
Then do the ſweet Creter no harm, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


XII. 


For indictments of law never budge, 
The Jury loves bucks that will wench; 

And ſure we may challenge the judge, 
As ſoon as he comes from the bench. 


XIII. 


Then let us be jolly my boys, 
Still ready for every call: 
For drinking and fighting's our joys, 
Our Chorus is—Powder and Ball. 
Fal de ral, &c, 
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THE PRAISE OF POTATOES. 


A W BY, E r. . 


Ham, rare potatoes ! hot or cold, all bail! 
O quickly come — mine appetite's delight! 
Whether in oven's fiery concave clos'd, 
By baker's art delicious thou'rt embrown'd, 
While rills of purple gravy from the pores 
Of mighty beef improve the luſcious fare, 
Whether the dame of culinary {kill A 
Have rudely ſcalp'd thee o'er, and to the rage 
Of warring elements confign thee deep, 
Beneath the cope of air-excluding lid 
In humid durance plung'd. Or when with ſteaks 
Of.marbled vein, from rump of ſtall-fed ſteer 
Diſparted late—ſlic'd in the ſhallow pan 
I view thee kindly ſtrew'd, how joys my heart! 
How flaſh with eager glance my longing eyes! 
Or in the tedious eve, when nipping froſt 
Reigns potent, mid the ſmould'ring embers roaſt 
(From ſubterranean ſtore ſeleted) thoſe 
Of ampleſt ſize rotund, of native coat 
Yet unbereft—and if my horhely board 
Penurious, add but few ſalubrious grains 
Of humble ſalt, I bleſs the cheap tepaſt |= 

: I : But 
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But chiefly come at noon-tide hunger's call, 
When from th' ebullient pot your mealy tribe, 
With happieſt art concoct, profuſely pours ; 
And be the maſs with butter's plenteous aid 
To rich confiſtence wrought : nor oh ! withhold 
The pepper's pungent pow'r, of grateful glow 
Beneficent ! leſt my inſatiate claim 
Ventoſe and wat'ry, cauſe the twinging gripe 
Of cholic pang abdominal! — And here 
Need I relate how when for thee I flight 
Thy rival roots and poignant ſauces rare 
Crown'd with exotic name, my humble choice, 
Mock'd with rude inſult, wakes the latent ſpark 
Of witling's fire—a feeble, glow-worm ray 
That beams, not burns! Nor feels my injur'd taſte 
(Taſte undeprav'd by faſhion's varying art) 
Alone the ſhaft, but perſon, fortune, fame, 
All, all, invidious ſcann'd, with ſneer maligu 
And ſcoff ſarcaſtic.—In the pudding's praiſe 
Let others rant loquacious I deſpiſe 
The doughy morſel for my fav'rite food. 
Give me but this, ye Gods ! ſcornful I paſs 
Each celebrated ſhop—— (Williams, or Birch, 
Or he of Belgic fame— idol ſupreme 
Of city ſaint in city hall ador'd !— 
By mortals Hoffman hight)—where brittle puffs 
Multangular—with cuſtards, cakes, and creams, 
G3 And 


( 230 ] 
And lucid jellies nodding o'er the brim 
Of cryſtal vaſe, in paſtry pomp combine 
To lure the ſenſe. Theſe, theſe, unmov'd I paſs, 
While fond I antedate potatoes? charms, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring look behind!“ 


E PI G-R A M 


on A DUTCH VESSEL REFUSING TO TAKE UP A 
LATE AERIAL VOYAGER, 


BENEATH the ſun nothing, there's nothing that's 
. . ö 

Tho' Solomon ſaid it, the maxim's not true. 

A Dutchman, for inſtance, was heretofore known, 

On lucre intent, and op /zcre alone. 

Mynheer is grown honeſt—retreats from his prey— 

Won't pick up e'cn * Money, though drop'd in his 

way. 


* Major Money, who made at excurſion from Norfolk. 


. | A SCOT 
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ASCOTS POEM ON THE AIR BALLOON. - 


BY COLONEL ERSKINE» 


SWEET keep us a' frae what's no right, 
Frae witchcraft arts or warlocks wight; 
For foulks are now gaun out o“ fight 
| Abon the yird; 
Up gets the Gilpins wi' a flight | 
Like ony bird, 


Sic fairlies ne'er were ſeen before 
Mang a' the pauky carls o' yore, 
Tho? they had gimeracks mony a ſcore, 
Vet weel wot 1 
They ne'er fan' out the gate to bore . 
Up thro? the ſky, 


But ſpite o' a' their weel tald wordies, 
Tho? faulk had wings upon their girdies, 
Yet OW re o'er ſtark about the hurdies— 
| O'er dreigh ahin' , 
To gae to flee like bits o' burdies— 
An' that they'll fin's 


G4 I'd 
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I'd war the price o' twa gude ſhoon, 
To ſee this ſam trick fairly done; 
But whan they're liltinꝰ to the moon 
Wi' glee and fun, 
Wow, sis, f flee the birds aboon 
As ſure's a gun. 


Tho? I was ſure o' na miſchanter, 
My dizzy pow I wadnae venture 
'To ſail ſae heigh aboon the centre 
In ſic a car, 
Or flee on ony mad adventure, 
The Lord ken: whe, 


To gae to flee w' de'il ae feather ! 
An' climb the air without a lather !— 
Eh ! by wy ſaul I'd ha'e a tether 
. To ſtop my drift, 
Whan hablin' at a big blawn blrather, 
Up thro! the lift. 


A tipſy buk wad yoke it fine, 
Whaſe pow is dais'd wi midnight wine, 
© Dem me (he'd cry) let's have a ſhine,” 
An' aff he'd flee, 
Till fate might land him ſoon or ſyne 
In fume muzee. 


[ 133 J 
In France Ik” ane has his balloog— 
They're ſwarmin there in ilka town, 
Like pyets happin' up an' down; 
But mony a ane 


Has fa'en an gotten a cracket crown, 
Or broken bane, 


Balloons are rife enough at hame, 
Our lightiorums are the ſame, 
WY? noddles toomer far than them 
They ſtrut the cauley, 
At mony a feckles airy ſcheme, | 
Baith proud an? ſaucy. 


There's Wattock, who but fernyear can 
Wi' plaidin* coat fra the plough tram, 
Wha glour'd as doil'd as ony ram, 
Seeth ere I trow, 
He keeps a ſhop, and * nae ſnam ' 
Keek at him now! 


His pow wi' creiſh an ſeent is ſocket ; 
Frae tap to tae he's newly ſtocket; 
Wi' baith his haffets toſhly docket 
He ſtruts zwa“; 
An' eh ſae heigh's his noſe is cocket— 
Gude guide us a:? 


Gs O' pride 
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O' pride he has an unco ſkair, 
Nor gi'es a nod to ane that” bare, 
But like balloons flies thro' the air 
Wi' ſky ſail riggin' 
Ay mony a, caſtle he has there 
O' his ain biggin .. 


Poor doited ghaiſt! = diſna think. 
That youth is but a bony blink, 
: Whilk fliely ſteals. him to the brink 
O blirty eild, 
Whar his balloon. ſome day. maun fink. 
An-flinch the fields. 


INSCRIPTION. IN. A HERMITAGE, 


AT ANSLEY-HALL, IN WARWICKSHIRIs. 


BY MI. WARTON. , 


BENEATH this tony. roof reclin'd, 
I ſooth to peace the penfive mind: 
And while, to ſhade my lowly cave, 
Embow'ring elms their umbrage wave ;. 
And while the mapple diſh is mine, 
The beechen cup, unſtain'd with wine: 
I ſcorn the gay licentious crowd, 

Nor heed the toys that deck the proud, 


Within 
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Within my limits lone and flill 
The blackbird pipes in artleſs trill ; 
Faſt by my couch, congenial gueſt, . 
The wren has wove her moſſy neſt; - 
From buſy ſcenes, and brighter ſkies, 
To lurk with innocence ſhe flies ; 
Here hopes in ſafe repoſe to dwell, 
Nor aught ſuſpects the fylvan cell. 


At morn I take my *cuſtom'd round, 
To mark how buds yen ſhrubby mound ; 
And every opening primroſe count, 


That trimly paints my blooming mount: 


Or ger the ſculpture, quaint and rude 
That grace my gloomy ſolitude, 

I teach in winding wreathes to ſtray» 
Fantaſtic i Ivy 's gadding ſpray. - 


At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, - 

I ope my braſs-emboſſed:book, 

Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 

Of martyrs, crown'd with heav'nly meed: 
Then as my taper waxes dim, 

Chant, ere I ſleep, my meaſur'd hymn ; 
And, at the-cloſe, the gleams behold: 


Of parting wings dedropt with 9 25 
| G 6 


While 
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While ſuch poor joys my bliſs create, 
Who but would ſmile at guilty ſtate? 
Who but would wiſh his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grot ; 
Who but would caſt his pomp away, ' 
To take my ſtaff, and amice grey, 
And to the world's tumultucus ſtage, 
Prefer the blamleſs Hermitage ? 


HORACE. ODE THIRD. 


Ad navem, ua Virgilius vebebatur Athenas preficiſcæns. 


IMITATED BY J. ROBINSON, ESQ, AND ADDRES= 
SED TO THE S$HIP IN WHICH MR. WILLIAM 


EDEN is TO BE CONVEYED ON HIS EMBASSY 
TO FRANCE, | 


SOFT and propitious be each gale, 
Nor one rude wave thy ſides aſſail, de 100 
Betwixt Deſein's and Dover, |, Sed 
Much honor'd veſſel, to whoſe ſhare 
Shall fall the great, th' important care, 
To carry WILLIAM Over. 


ProteR 
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Protect him every wind, I pray, 
Nor let ought happen on the way, 
Of ſickneſs, or of trouble. 
If, like yourſelves, he loves to wer, 
And willing weathercocks are dear, 
Oh! * from . my double. 


How nobly derieg ha, os firſt 

From Honor's powerful hold could burſt, 4 
And bravely launching out, 5 | 

To Intereſt give the ſpreading ſail, 

Catch every favourable gale, 
Uncheck'd by coward doubt. 


The million ſaw me brave the knocks ' 
And buffets of indignant Fox, 
Nor heed the loud diſgrace; 
And cried (ſo well I bet'd my part) 
* « Sure threefold iron arms his heart, 
« And threefold braſs his face,” 


But WiLLIAn foon approv'd the deed, 
His early purpoſe could I read, 


* Ih rebur # les triplex, &c, 
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Ay oft his eyes he fixt | 
Full on the ſeats upon our fide, 
Though all, alas! were occupied)! 
+ By nnn ae. O 23] 1. 


* % . 


Yet what ſhall check * Man Fd: « 1,14 
Shall g prudent GiLRERT's narrow plan 
Remove reward from metit ? A 
From ſuch. a code in every ſeffion,', - , 99 7 
Oh ! let there be ſome bald tranſgreſſiony . 
Or farewel public ſpirit: 41 379 en 


By overſtepping vulgar ruler > d b 

High- reaching Teurlz = puſh'd the doch“ 

From thoſe who rul'd the roaſt,” t, 3 

And introduc'd the f Pier, 1 + 4 

With whom came Worth, and _ and Wit 
In ſhort, all Virtues hoſt, E 0 | 


What, Eves, will not conrage dare? - $ 
- Preſumptuous numbers ride the air, 


+ Qi fxis oculis monfira-natantla; Re. 
t Neequicquam deus abſcidio prudens. | 

I But, alas ! © high-reaching Buckingham gtey cin cumſpect. 
Eren fraude mala gentibus intulit. - 


And 
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And * HzxcvuLEs could force- 
His paſſage, whither with leſs toil, 
When, ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 4 
ar journey lies of courſe. 


8 O N 090m" FT une 


r MISs WILLIAMS, ON HER, GUN . PS4RUL. 


& 4 a f1 31 


1 e uss. mi of 


PokrIO fiter, who with darin + hand; 

*Ere this fourth luſtre's laſt ſoft year is lown;.. 
Haſt ſeiz'd the Epic Lyre—with art divine pi 
Wak'd on its golden ſtrings each ſpirit bland, 
Or bade its deep ſonorous tunes expand; 

Shalt thou. the claim of glory's meed reſign, 
Call other ſtrains, leſs filver ſweet than thine, 
To hymn the fate of a diſaſtrous land !* 
See ! at that call, Peru's wild genius flies 
To Theſpian bowers : there, as Urania firays, . 
Graſps her bright robe, and. thus impatient cries, | 
With bending knee, and.ſupplicating gare, 

*« Be mine alone thy lovely female bard, . 

«.0! from obtruſive lyre my well-ſung ſtory guard /” * 


e Prep Acheronta Herculeus labor _ 
; : | \T Oo? 
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2 8 1 4 
Bath, Sept. 22, 1784. 


Wust you illumine Shakeſpeare's page, 
And dare the future critic's rage, 
Or on the paſt refine, 
Here many an eve I penſive ſit, 
No B. e pours out a ftream of wit, 
No B Ill joys o'er wine, 


At Baia's ſpring, of Roman fame, 
I quaff the pure æthereal flame, 
To fire my languid blood : 
Life's gladſome days, alas! are o'er, 
For health's phlogiſton no] no more 
Pervades the ſtagnant flood, 


Studious at times, I ſtrive to ſcan | 
Hope's airy dream—the end of man, 
In ſyſtems wiſe or odd ; 
With Hume, I fate and death defy, 
Or viſionary phantoms ſpy 
| _ With Plato and Monbodd. 


By DIG whims diſtreſs'd, 
Still ſceptic thoughts diſturb my breaſt, 
And 
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And reaſon's out of tune 
One ſerious truth let none impeach, | wt 
'Tis all philoſophy can teach 
That man's an air balloon, 


1 


He rides the ſport of every blaſt, 

Now on the wave, or deſert caſt, 
And by the eddy borne :— - 

Can boaſted reaſon ſteer him right, 

Or &er reſtrain his rapid flight, 
By paſſion's whirlwind torn? 


His mounting ſpiris, buoyant air, 
But wafts him *midſt dark clouds of care, 
And life's tempeſtuous trouble; 
Even though he ſhine, in ſplendid dyes, 
And ſport awhile in fortune's ſkies, 
Soon burſts the empty bubble, - 


While thro? this pathleſs waſte we ſtray, ' 
Are there no flowers to cheer the way? 
And muſt we ſtill repine? 4 - 
No ;—Heaven, in pity to our woes, * 
The gentle-ſoothing balm beſtows 
"Of muſic, love, and wine. 


Then bid your Delia awake the lyre, 
Attuned to Love and ſoft defire, 


If idly. every hour we waſte, 


In vain the ſpeculative mind 


To Sophiſts leave their puzzling ſaill; 
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And ſcorn Ambition's ſtrife; 
Around let brilliant Fancy play, 
To colour with her magic ray | 
The dreary gloom of life. 


Let Beauty ſpeed her fondeſt kiſs, 
The prelude to more perfect bliſs, 
Aud ſweet ſenſations dart 3 
While wine and frolic mirth inſpire: . 
The ardent wilt, the amorous fire, 
And thrill the raptur'd heart. 


But Man has ſocial dues to pay; 

Reaſon and ſcience claim their ſway, 
And truths ſublime diſpenſe : 

For pleaſure's charms we feebly taſte, 


The abject ſlaves of ſenſe. 


Would metaphyſic regions find 
Such dark reſearches ſpare ;: 

The ſoul etherial notions tire, 

As her frail caſe can ſcarce reſpire 
In too refin'd an air. 


The voice of Reaſon whiſpers ſtill 
127 8 
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To bleſs, is to be bleſt; 

Ulum'd by Virtue's vivid ray, 

Enjoy the preſent fleeting day, 
And truſt to Heaven the reſt, 


ANACREON AND STELLA 


ADDRESSED TO THE 5 OF R oo, 


As poor Anacreon bleeding lies, 
From the firſt glance of Stella's eyes, 
Too weak to fly too proud to yield, 
Or leave an undiſputed field ; . 

He rallies, reſts upon his arma, 

And reconnoitres all her charms ; 
Vainly he fancies that by peeping, 
Thro? all the beauties in her keeping, 
He may, in ſuch a ſtore, collect 

The healing balm of one defect. 
One feeble part—one faulty ſpot, 
That nature's framing-hand forgot, 
Or left in mercy a defence, 

Againſt her wide omnipotence, 
Which ſpares philoſopher nor ſage, 
Nor tender youth-nor cautious age; 


He 
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He view'd her ſtature tow'ring high, 

The liquid luſtre of her eye; 

The various wonders of her mouth, 
Diffuſing ſweetneſs like the Sonth ; 
Where everlaſting raptures grow, 

Where violets breathe and roſes glow, 
Where pearls in ſplendid order meet, 
And tune the liſp of accents ſweet. 

As pebbles ſhed their filver beam, 
Brighten and harmonize the ſtream. 

He view'd the whole array of charms, 
The waving plumes and poliſh'd arms ; 
He look'd thro? ev'ry rank and file, 
Thro? ev'ry grace, and ev'ry ſmile : 
Where ſhall I go ſome fault to find, 

Have I no refuge in her mind? 

Can't I one healing error trace, 

To cure the miſchiefs of her face; 

One tax—one countervailing duty, 

To balance her account of beauty ? 

One ſaving foible, balmy fault, 

One impropriety of thought, 

To lend its medicinal aid, \ 
And heal the wounds her eyes have made? 
Preſumptuous thought ! I viewed once more, 


The blaze that dazzled me before ; 
| And 
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And ſaw thoſe very eyes impart, 

A ſoul that ſnarpens ev'ry dart; 
With ev'ry rich endowment fraught, 
The tender care, the gen'rous thought ; - 
The ſenſe of each exalted duty, 
That mingled worth with ev'ry beauty; 
And a prevailing wiſh impreſs'd, * | 
To make all happy, and one bleſs'd ; © 
Her heart thro” ev'ry feature ſpoke, 
There was a virtue in each look; 
The whole was gentleneſs and love, 
Her arrows feather'd with the dove; 
And ew 'ry glance that charm'd the fight, 
Was as benevolent as bright; _ AR 
Finding no poſſible retreat, 
I yield contented to my fate; qe FEED 
I unreluctant drag the chain, 
And in the paſſion loſe the pain; 
For her ſweet bondage is io light, 
And all her fetters are ſo bright, 
T hat vain and vanquiſh'd, I muſt own, 
cannot with to lay them down; 
Nor idly ſtruggle to be free, 
Nor change my lot for liberty, 
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- T0 THE HON, MR." PRATT, ON HIS valle 
Wirk MISS MOLESWOR TH, 


DEAR Pratt ! to that incusious age 
Let me your thoughts recall, 

When, poring o'er the poet's page, 
You thought it fiction all, 


Then mortals' and immortals' charms 
Appear'd alike ideal, 

Your boſom felt no ſoft alarms, . 
Nor ſeem'd their raptures real, 


Fair Venus, by the graces dreſt, 
And by the loves attended, 

All vaniſh'd ; nor diſturb'd your reſt 
When once your taſk was ended, 


To range the words in order due 

Was then your ſtudious toil 

»Twas mine, with critic care, to ſhew 
The beauties of their ſtyle, 


But what can formal pedants teach? 

low vain are all their rules 

Subjects there are, beyond the reach 
Of ſchoolmen, and of ſchools, 


What 
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What Venus and her Ceſtus n 1271 
What Hebe's dimpled cher, 
In Moleſworth's form can beſt be b, 
Her manners beſt can ſpek.. a 


what ſeem'd wild dreams of poets” . 
Lou now as truth admire; 
Love's comment always beſt explains 


What 1059 (AER Sn (pire..." A diu ol! 
mM A R R 1 A 0 E. 


A WARNING PIECE» 


{ 


ADDRESSED 10 THOSE IN nUMBLY LIFE. | 


11 E. 7. 


MARRIAGE! forbear, thou raſh un . youths 

Attend the friendly precepts of the muſe : | 

She dares-unfold the harſh unwelcome truth, 

To curb thy fires, and check thy ardent views; 

Diſſolves the magic charm that lures thine eye, 

Where pangs and ſharp remorſe in CET ITE _ 
buſh lie. 


If Beauty's beam have fir'd thy captive mind; 

(Unconſcious ſhot from eye of humble maid) 

Shun the ſweet ſnare, where Mis'ry lurks behind, 

Nor court the gloom of Poverty's ſad ſhade. 

Let wealth and title ſnare the tender bliſs, ' - / 

Let theſe alone partake the chaſte connubial kiſs. - 
| Of 


- 
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Of myſtic raptyre, tho? thy favour'd eye 
| Have drunk deep draughts at many a — view; 
Theſe viſionary charms too ſoon will die, 
No longer pleaſing, when no longer new. - 
| O: vain to hope theſe flecting joys ſhall laſt, . 
When ndyel days, and Weeks, and ee are 

paſt 1 . mat earls 


And tho' with Kill 25 die hand feel, 

And many a ſelyedge runs with buſy, ſpeed : 

Can ſelvedges divert the pangs you feel, 

When clouded comes the diſmal hour of need? 

When dear earn'd ſhillings fly ten thouſand ways, 

In thape of caps, and cod, and — ſhoes, 
and R 


And if in ſong ihe char thy raviſh'd « ear, 

And trip it graceful in the mazy dance LS 

What train, what ſtep, may ſooth thy fate ſevere, 

When dreary winter's ſhiv? ring months advance ? 

Joyous no more to ſhare i in flowing, bowls, _ 

Now doom'd to curſe the coſt of candles, and of 
. coals! 


How beats thine heart, wk; faſhion” 3 changes 
laws * 

Enjoin new modes, and ah frail als ſhines, 

With tow'ring head-dreſs rich in flowing gauze? 

To join the giddy throng thy partner pines ; 

| - With 
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With eager zeal to ſhew an early taſte, 
In Folly's num'rous train ſhe grieves to liſt the laſt, 


When Summer-ſabbath crowns the lagging week, 

And ruddy Phcebus gilds the landſcape round, 

Then ſpruce acquaintance ſhall thy table ſeek, 

And goſſip neighbours at thy board be found: 

Succeeds a lengthful train, unknown before, 

Aunts, couſins, fiſters, nieces, drain thy congou 
ſore. ; 


But O ! what pen may paint the pure delight, 
When wealth, when virtue, laſting bliſs inſures z 
When youthful beauty waits the hallow'd rite, 

And parents' willing voice the boon ſecures, 

Not here the muſe pours forth her ſorrowing ſong, 
To this auſpicious theme her gayeſt notes belong ! 


HINTS TO PROFESSORS. 


To rrxorssors or roerRyY,—Take a ſtrong de- 
coction of Ariftotle's Poetics, and Boſſu's T reatiſe on 
Epic Poetry, every morning before breakfaſt, for a- 
bout a fortnight, (you may get tranſlations of each of 
them.) | | 

Remember that 


Nulla'placere diu, nec vivere carmina poſſunt, 

Wee ſeribuntur aquee potoribus —— 

Drink liberally therefore of ale, | 

Vor, Il, H | I would 
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I would recommend a Gradus ad Parnaſſum as an 
antidote againſt falſe quantities: and Byſbe's Art of 
Poetry, and Walker's Rhyming Dictionary, will be of 
great uſe in your remarks on Engliſh Poets, If you 
happen to have no ideas, don't trouble yourſelf to 
get any; get an Italian maſter, and learn to ran, 
date; and if the world ſhould ſay you have neither 
ſpirit nor imagination, and that your lines are flimſy 
and yapid, ſhow them your liſt of ſubſcribers, If 
this does not convince them, it will ſerve yoz; for the 
vanity of having their names printed in capitals a- 
mong ſo many Honourables, and Right Honourables, 
will have great weight. As to your ſubſcribers read- 
ing the book, that's not your enquiry. Get the Re- 
viewers to give it a good character, or review it your- 
ſelf, and my life for your ſucceſs, —You may become 


Laureat if it pleaſe the King, 


To MATHEMATICAL PROFESSOR8,——Above all 
things cultivate a good memory; get your demon- 
{trations by heart, and the thing is done. 


To PROFESSORS OF ASTRONOMY, Never plague 
yourſelf about the old faſhioned ſyſtem of Sir Iſaac 
Newton; his philoſophy is almoſt exploded, Attend 
one of Walker's Lectures upon the Eidouranica, and 


talk a great deal about Herſchell's Georgium Sidus, 
you'll 
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you'll paſs for a great aſtronomer, at leaſt with the 
ladies, | * 


To PROPES80RS or LANGUAGES, —Endeavour to 
find out the depth of the perſon to whom you are 
ſpeaking in point of language; if a Freuchman, {peak 
highly of Spaniſh and Portugueſe, With a German, 
admire the Turiiſh. With a Dutchman, lament that 
ſo fine a language as the Hebrew is ſo little known. 
With an Jtalian, inſiſt upon the antiquity of the 
Welſh, And to the Wel/aman infipuate, that the Sax- 
ons, Normans, and Danes, have jumbled together 
their different jargons, and produced that barbarous 
tongue we call Engliſh, This will have a double ef- 
fect; it will give your hearers a high opinion of your 
wonderful erudition, and be a good apology for your 
ignorance of our claſſics. Talk of our College, and 
carry a ſmall Greek Teſtament in your pocket, No 
matter whether you know even the alphabet or not ; 
fix or eight words you muft get, and you may ſafely 
ſport them in any company without fear of detection: 
and when you find you are marked, which you cer. 
tainly will be if you'll tatk loud enough, beg pardon 
of your hearers, eſpecially the ladies, for ſpeaking in 
an unknown tongue, This will ſhew your learning 
and pc/iteneſs at the ſame time. Should you be cal- 
led upon to tranſlate for a ſtranger, be he Turk, 

| ä Jew, 
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Jew, or Iufidel, ſwear he ſpeaks in ſo barbarous a a 


n 


* IDYLLION, 


HASTE thee, mirth-enlivening power, 


Parent of the genial hour; 

Sportive God, without delay, 
Animate our feſtal day, 

Here, where dewy roſes glow, 
And the hawthorn bloſſoms blow, 
And the lively linnets fing, 

Wave thy pleaſure-breathing wing. 
Come, inſpire the feſtive ſtrain ; 
Come, with all thy happy train, 
Jovial ſports, alluring wiles, 
Laughter, and the dimpling ſmiles, 
Leave a while the PAP UAN grove; 
Lo, the radiant Queen of Love, 


dialect, that it is impoſſible for a man who knows 
the language, in its grammatical purity only, to 
underſtand what he means. This will inſure you 
the honour of F. R. S. and S. S. A. and B. B. and a 
thouſand other glorious diſtinctions. 


Ever 
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Ever gentle, ever gay, 
Hither wings her eafy way, 
And how lovely ſhe appears ! 
Ix o's form the Goddeſs wears, 
With her unaffected eaſe, 
And her native pow'r to pleaſe, 
And her ſweetly-penſive air, 
And her ſmiles that baniſh care, 
Hark! from every vocal grove, 
Shepherds ſwell the raptur'd ſong, 
Who is ſhe that moves along? 

„ Ino ? or the Queen of Love?“ 


THE CRITICAL MINUTE, 


AN IMPROMPTU, 


TO MRS. $ « 


« CARPE Diem,” cries Horace, that poet divine, 
And who, but his maxim muſt readily join ? * 
Then quickly, dear Cux ox, unveil all your charms, 
And take me, Oh ! take me quick, quick to your 
arms z— oo BY 

Or ſoon you'll repent, with ſighings and ſorrow, 

The hero to-day - may be coward to-morrow. 
e 


H 3 | FOR 
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FOR THE ASYLUM. 


T SEND ſend you a genuine copy of a ludicrous i” 
mile, written.many years ago by the preſent Laure- 
at, and defigned for the cloſe of an act of a Bur- 
leſque Tragedy, where the fluctuations of paſſions, 
which alternately agitate the mind of a young Prin- 
ceſs, who is in love with three or four heroes at once, 
were pathetically deſcribed, The lines have never yet 
been completely or correctly given to the public, and 
the hiſtory of their original deſtination has been 
long ago forgotten, The tragedy itſelf was written, 
or rather. half written, by the late Mr, 9 
Smart. 


So when a Barber and a Collier fight, 

The Barber beats the luckleſs Collier white; 
In comes the Dyer, of c#rulean hue, 

And beats the Barber and the Collier blue ; : 
Next comes the Brickduſt-man, with rouge beſpread, 
And beats the Barber, Collier, Dyer—red ; 

The rallying Collier whirls his empty ſack, 

Knocks down the Brickduſt man, and beats him 

black: | 

White, blue, red, black, in motley clouds are toſt, 
While in the duſt they raiſe the combatants are loſt, 


A PAR- 
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OF A SIMILE IN SMITH'S TRAGEDY OR PHEADEN 
AND HYPPOLITUS, BY MR. AR rox. 


THE ORIGINAL N 


Yo, when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her arms; 

His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 

His arrows ſcatter d, and his bow unſtrung: 
Obſcure in coverts lay his dreaming hounds, 
And bay'd the fancied boar with feeble ſounds : 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 

And all the Hero to the Lover yields. 


THE PARODY. 


SO, when bright Abigail reſign'd her charms, 
The happy Curate languiſh'd in her arms; 
His unbruſh'd beaver on the floor was toſt, 
His Sermons ſcatter'd, and his Bible loſt ; 
In alehouſe hid, his dreaming Clerk was found, 
Who rear'd the fancied ſtave with feeble ſound ; 
For nobler Sheets, his Concordance he leaves, 
And all the Parſon to the Lover gives. 
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THE DIAMOND COLLAR, FOR WHICH CARDINAL 
DE ROHAN IS IN CUSTODY, IT 18 SAID WAS 
OFFERED TO THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE 
FOR SALE, AT LEAST IT $0 APPEARS BY | THE 

LET DEN GAZETTE, THE DUKE PRESSED HER 
GRACE TO ACCEPT IT, BUT SHE REFUSED THR 
SUPERB OFFERING WITH THE MOST CARELESS 
INDIFFERENCE, THE FOLLOWING JEU D*ESPRIT 
WAS WRITTEN ON THE 8UBJECT ; 


THE diamond trophy, Dzvyon view'd, 
And ſaw its vary'd lightnings play; 

Yet tho' her Grace was nigh ſubdu'd, 
She cried,—** here, take this ſpoil away !” 


»Twas right !—Let brilliants deck that fair, 
To whom inferior charms are giv'n ; 

But why ſuch gems ſhould Devon wear ? 
It is not fars that make a Heav's! 


SONNET. 
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SONNE x. 


ON A CONSECRATED HARP, SUPPOSED TO Hav 
BELONGED TO VIRGIL: TRANSLATED FROM 
THE ITALIAN OF ANGELO COSTANZO, BY 
THE REY, WILLIAM LIPSCOMB, A. M. CHAP- 
LAIN TO THE EARL OF DARLINGTON, 


Lo here's the Harp, that whilom ſung 
Of the love lorn Shepherd's pain; 

Whilſt the banks of Mincio rung, 
Reſponſive to the tender ſtrain ! 

Ne'er did ſempe's laurell'd vale 

Echo with ſo ſoft a tale, 

Nor Lyceum's groves among 

E'er was heard fo ſweet a ſong! 


Next, it dar'd with bolder ſtring 
Pales' high deſerts to ſound, 

And the Trojan's woes to fing, 
Driven by Fate the world around ! 

The precious relic, high in air 

Was hung, with fond parental care, 

By its own Shepherd in the glade, 

Near yon oak's protecting ſhade : 


= 2 Then 


„ 
Then if the gales, that oft around 
Wanton dance in ſportive play, 
It haply ſpake, - with angry ſound 
Thus, in diſdain, it ſeems to ſay— 
„Me, facred now to this fair grove, 
Let no raſh hand, hence, dare to move; 
For once, O Tityrus ! I was thine !— 
Oft have I felt thy hand divine! 
Nor ſkill'd, like thee, ſhall ever ſwain 
«+ Strike theſe trembling chords again! 
— —. 


60 
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IN THE NEW COMEDY OF THE EIZIRESs. 


(WRITTEN. BY GENERAL ZUR OY.) 


FOR tenderneſs fram'd in life's earlieſt day, 

A Parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way:; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

And e'er words were my own, J ſpoke in a ſighs 


The 


{Jed 
The Nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widow'd Dove, 
The warbl'd complaint from the ſuff'ring grove, 
To youth, as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new ; 
The object ftill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion till reſt in the glow ! 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know ! ' 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 
May the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the | 
| flame! 


1E 
ON THE RUN OP THE COMEDY or THE REIR E88. 


* How's this,” ſays Sir Fretſul—** the HEIRESSAS 
again ? | 
Why when will this Comedy ceaſe ?Y— 
Not ſoon, cries a Wit; and the reaſon is plain— * 


On trial—ſhe's found—a good piece, 


H 6 EPIGRAM. 
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EK PIG Rk A M. 


IN THE LAST WRETCHED MOMENTS OF THE 
FAMOUS DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM'S LIFE, AT THE 
BLACK HORSE ALE-HOUSE, IN EMPINGHAM, HE 
CALLED TO THE LANDLORD WITH GREAT VE- 
HEMENCE FOR A POT OF ALE=——WHEN THE 
BRUTAL FELLOW BAWLED OUT FROM A BACK 
ROOM, ©* YOUR GRACE 18 IN A PLAGUY HURRY ; 
& 1 L COME AS soo AS I HAVE FED MY PIGS,” 
— THIS CIRCUMSTANCE SUGGESTED THg FOL- 
LOWING EPIGRAM : 


"SOME ale! ſome ale! th' impetuous Villiers 
cries ; | 

To whom the ſurly landlord thus replies : 

Plague on your Grace ! you treat me like a dog : 

Fl ſerve your Lordſhip—when I've ſerv'd my hog.” 


FXTRACT 
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EXTRACT FROM AN ELEGANT POEM, wRIT-· 
TEN BY M. A. T—R, ESQ. ENTITLED, 
«© REFLECTIONS IN THE ABBEY.” ON THE 
ACQUIESCENCE OF THE TREASURY BENCH 

| WITH THE MINISTER'S MEASURES. 


A $IMILE. 


Lo Chanticleer, at the approach of day, 
Tunes his ſhrill pipe, begins his matin lay; 
While all the neighb'ring bens their fav'rite woo, 
And to his “ cock-a-doodle” join their © doo,” 


MR. L——'S ADDRESS, OF OCTOBER q, 1785, 
TO THE WOR THY FREE MEN OF LANCASTER. 


TRANSLATED INTO FLAIN ENGLISH. 


IN my couſin's great name (I acknowledge. none 
greater, 

For ye know mighty well that I am but his creature) 

On account of the extraordinary fucceſs that I've 
found, 

For right honeſt freemen, in deatiog his ground, 

I print this here paper, to thank you—and ſhew 


Some ſecrets the world ne'er expected to know, 
I | But 


* 
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But firſt—to your wiſdom all proper applauſe — 

You've ſhewn it, my friends, in this general cauſe 

OfF reedom—(yes, Freedom ; what name-would they 
lend it) 

By ſending for ME—to conduct and defend it !- 

Your affurance, ſupport, and unbiaſſed affitance, 

Beſides all th? int'reſt I have at a diſtance, 

Muſt make ME your member, in ſpite of reſiſtance, 

I burn with impatience, (I mean as before) 

My couſin—whoſe. virtues the world muſt adore, C 

With your town to make up the liſt—half-a-ſcore. 

Oh! could you but gueſs, could you think—were 
it known, 

How bleſt are theſe boroughs we hold as our own, 

You would urge, without ceaſing, your pray'rs and 
your pow'rs, 

»Till—like Cockermouth—Lancaſter too ſhould 'be 
ours. 

This done, man with man might again live a friend, 

For here all the ſtorms of Election would end, 

Of Church or of State would you _ write, or 
fng, 

My coufin and I are exactly * 

Vidilicet,—my father, (to carry the farce on) 

Is a kind of a Knight, and a kind of a Parſon; 

And my couſin (of church - fruit the dragon · protector) 

Is a Baron, a Viſcount, an Earl, and Lay - Rector: 

| (In: 
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(In the Houſe, as a Stateſman he has ſometimes made 
ſpeeches, 

As clergy, 'tis but in his life that he preaches) 

In matters of Church, and in matters of State, 

In private cabal, or in public debate, 

We've a right, o'er all others, to make a d--mn 4 
fuſs, 

For no change, in theſe things, can be better for us. 

My couſin has churches almoſt without number, 

From the head of. Saint Bees, to the banks of the 
Humber, | 

Which he holds with ſuch. care, that his barkers, the 
Curates, 

At all times don't get what, he owns, are their due 
rates; | | 

And as to the State, all your fears may repoſe, — 

Who is it that leads Billy Pitt by the noſe ? 

'Tis my couſin, for ſure, we've Bill's letter to tell. 

How much he's beholden to us, very well 

And how ſuch a weight he could ne'er think to drag 
on, 

Without the kind aid: of the Weſtmoreland waggon ; 

Beſides, - but I muſt not diſcover too much. 

We aim at—you know. what—it. is ſomething, ke 
Dutch ; | 

To a blind horſe a wink's thought as good as a nod; 

But *twill, be ſo-I hope in the King, I mean God: 

And 
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And then through your county his name will re- 
ſound, 
*Till above its as great as it is under ground, 
For churches as much as for coal pits renown'd : 
It is this makes your prieſts (not their _—_ or 
whim) 
Leave the ſervice of Heav'n for the worſhip of Him. 
My Congratulations theſe preſents convey, 
And my eyes look prophetic to that happy day, 
Which now is approaching your rights to ſecure 
In th' impregnable grip of my coufin's yaſt pow'r,— 
Againſt all attempts of thoſe turbulent elves, 
Who would give you the trouble, to chooſe for your- 
ſelves. 
He'll reſtore you ſuch rights, by one left-handed 
blow, 
As your anceftor's had eighteen centries ago, 
When ſo paſſive and mild ev'n the vulgar were grown, 
They preſum'd not to ſay that their ſouls were their 
own. | | 
In a cauſe that's ſo laudable, juſt, and all that, 
Ever ſanguine I am,--though I don't know for what -L 
Except 'tis the honour—that ſenſe fo refin'd 
Calls my wonderful coufin, appears to my mind, 
That pink of the word—on whom thouſands each 
hour 


Depend for three elements vut of the four ! 
In 
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In his name I conjure ye, tho' mine ſtands below, 
That now, hand-in-hand, through this matter we go. 
'Tis all for the general good, I aſſure ye; 
Succeſs at this time will for eyer ſecure ye, 
You and I need not fear any ills that may croſs us, 
If we reſt but our hopes on my eouſin Coloſſus ; 
The welfare, proſperity, peace of this town, 
We wiſh—to direct, as may beſt ſuit our own, 
I am, Gentles, your ſervant, which makes me the 

prouder, 
To write underneath here, my name 


JACKY LOUDER. 


THE MINISTER, 
AN ECLOGUE, 
IN IMITATION OF POPE'S MESSIAH, 


VE nymphs of Albion's iſle, begin the ſong; 
To courtly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong; 
Ye nymphs of Albion's ifle, leave meaner things! 
'Tis ours to fing of Miniſters and Kings. 
O may that wond'rous Muſe my voice inſpire, 
Who fills great Warton's birth-day Odes with fire! 
That wond'rous Muſe, who partial ſhow'rs her grace 
on 
Thoſe heav'n-· born Poets, Cumberland and Maſon, 
| Rapt 


/ 
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Rapt into future times the bard begun, 
Dame Eſther ſhall conceive, dame Eſther bear a ſon! 
From Chatham's root behold a ſtem ariſe, 
Whoſe branches all aſpiring fill the ſkies ; 
O'er it the 'Treafury its ſweet near pours; 
And in ſoft ſilence ſheds its golden ſnow'rs; 
The young, the weak, the healing plant ſhall aid 
From ſtorms and ſhelter, and from want a ſhade ; 
Party ſhall ceaſe, and Faction ſtern ſhall fail, 
And Juſtice o'er the Eaſt ſhall poiſe her ſcale; 
Returning Peace ſhall o'er that wretched land, 
At. Haftings' nod extend her olive wand. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn: 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious babe be born! 
See Dundas haſtes falſe flattery to bring, 
And Nugent's winter courts thy rifing ſpring. 
See good Ear! Gow'r prepares the pap and ladle, 
While Lords in waiting rock the bantling's cradle 
And & uyn, gentle foul ! fits nodding nigh, 
To tell it tales, and ſing its lullaby, 
See Yorkſhire Squires with clumſy pride advance, 
And led by J/ywill, round the cradle dance; 
See ſpicy clouds from /3wil”s-wig ariſe, - 
Flow round the child, and all perfume the ſkies. 


Hark! a glad voice Saint Stephen's Chapel cheers, 
Prepare the way, a God! a God appears ! | 
A God! 
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A God! a God! the venal throng reply, 

And proſtrate falling, hail the deity ! 

Lo! Earth receives him from the bending ſkies! 
Sink down ye great ones, and ye ſmall ones riſe ! 
With head declin'd, great North, thy homage pay! 
Be filent, Fox ! ye patriots all give way ! 

The Premier comes—by Jenkin/on foretold ; 

Hear him, ye boys !-ye placemen all behold.! 
No grievance now Britannia's iſle ſhall know, 
And light, once more untax'd, ſhall freely flow ; 
Proud Faction ſhall in ſtrongeſt chains be bound, 
And her ſtern leaders feel th* eternal wound, 


As royal Saul his father's aſſes led 
To cooling ſtreams, and in rich paſtures fed; 
Their waud'ring ſteps by day directed right, 
And to protect them wateh'd the tedious night. 
So he, * his long-ear'd troop ſecurely guides, | 
Where Treaſury ſtreams pour forth their golden tides; 
Fed from his hands, they all his voice obey, 
And round their Lord in one grand chorus bray ;. 
To heavieſt loads their willing backs reſign, 
And bear the ſmarting laſh, aud never once repine. 


No more ſhall party againſt party riſe, 
Nor ardent patriots meet with hateful eyes: 


The Premier. 


, No 
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No more ſhall powerful Pride her ſtern frown fix, 
And bid ag'd Wiſdom not to be prolix. 

The clown ſhall ſee, with wonder and ſurpriſe, 
The humble cottage to a palace riſe ; 

Then, without aid of labour or of trade, 

In a ſhort moment fortunes (ſhall be) made; 

For Haſtings ſoon, his arms with conqueſt crown'd, 
His warlike brows with gems imperial bound, 
Shall to his choſen friends with laviſh pride 

The treaſures of the Great Mogul divide. 
Richmond and Rawdon ſhall together feed, 

And boys in golden chains great Thurlow lead ; 
Dundas and Rumbold at one board ſhall meet, 

Drink mutual health, and ſhall unpoiſon'd eat ; 
Time-ſerving Mulgrave ſhall join hand in hand 
With Ro/e and Steel, and Billy's boyiſh band; 
Pleas'd, they his rugged viſage ſhall ſurvey, , 

And with his venom'd tongue ſhall innocently play, 


With glory crown'd, Imperial George ariſe ! 
Exalt thy royal head, and lift thy eyes ! 
See a long race Saint James's Court adorn ! 
Children from Eton, boys but newly born ! 
9 In crouding ranks on every ſide reſort, 
4 Demanding places, penſions from the Court. 
1 See ſupple Members at thy gates attend, 
1 Walk in thy ways, and to thy idol bend. 


For 


* 
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For thee, fair India's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And mounts of gold in thy Exchequer glow. 
But ſee Saint James's portals wide diſplay, 
Pitt—burſts upon thee in the flood of day 
All fall —diffoly'd in his ſuperior rays ; 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
Oferflow thy courts ;—that glory far ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd—and Pow'r all abſolute be thine. 
The Laws ſhall change, the Parliament decay, 
And Judges Liberty explain away; 
But, fix'd as Fate, thy regal pow'r remains, 
And ſhall forever laſt, while thy great Premier reigns 


R'P.1 OR & 0. 


© BROTHER Bucks, your glaſfes drain 
Tom, 'tis ſtrong and ſparkling red. 
Never fear—'t won't reach my brain :” 
* No=—that's true—but *twill your head.“ 


E PI G R A M. 


THE gay Flirtilla ſhew'd her mimic buſt, 

And aſk'd blunt Senſo if 'twere faſhion'd juſt; 
Ma'am,“ he replied, © in this *tis much like you, 
* The face is painted, and that badly too.“ 


RONDEAU 
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 HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. 
WILLIAM EDEN, ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY, 
AND MINISTER PLENIPOTENTIARY OP 
COMMERCIAL AFFAIRS AT THE COURT 
OF VERSAILLES. 


OF Eozx loſt, in ancient days, 
If we believe, what Moszs ſays, 

A paltry pippin was the price ; 

One crab was bribe enough t'entice 
Frail human kind from virtue's ways. 


But now, when PirtT, th all- perfect ſways, 
No ſuch vain lures the Tempter lays, 


Too poor to be the purchaſe tu ice, 
Of Even loſt, 


The Dev'l grown wiſer, to the gaze 
Six thouſand pounds a-year diſplays, 
And finds ſucceſs from the device; 
Finds this fair fruit too well ſuffice 
To pay the peace, and honeſt praiſe 
| Of EpxEx loſt, 


A CON- 


100 


A CONGRATULATORY ODE, 
TO MR, HASTINGS, ON HIS RETURN FROM INDIA. 


Nor the F;/tb Charles himſelf refign'd 

Th' Imperial throne v'er millions of mankind 
With more applauſe, with more regret, 
Than thou, when leaving India to her fate! 


Long had'ſt thou reign'd, and worſhipp'd as a god! 
For tho? all knew thy pow'r, the good ne'er felt thy 
rod : 
You rul'd with ſuch a juſt and gentle ſway, 
That to be happy was but to obey. 


You ſoften'd war by all the charms of peace; 

Made rapine fly abaſh'd, and all injuſtice ceaſe : 
Reſtor'd the Britiſh name 
To a far fairer fame, 
Than e'er before was known 

Beyond the torrid zone ; | 

Shew'd George's godlike clemency on India's diſtant 

throne! 


* 
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While greatly thus employ'd, 

Your reputation here was oft annoy'd. 
But, like the diamond in Golcenda's mine, 
The deeper it was cut the purer it did ſhine ! 

And ev'ry ſtain or blot 
Was wip'd off by the gallant Scott, 
Whoſe talents triumph'd o'er miſtaken foes, 
That deem'd you India's bane, not healer of her 

woes. 


Now to your native ſoil retir'd, 
The more you're known, the more you'll be ad- 
mir'd, | 
As a moſt able and an honeſt man, 
Whom wealth could ne'er ſeduce to any vicious 
plan, | 
One of the very eu return'd acroſs the line 
Oh, prodigy divine! 
Without one worthy Indian's curſe or hate, 
To ſour thy preſent great and happy ſtate! 


GAN GES. 


THE 


* 
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THE BRITISH BEAUTIES. 


YE gen'rous fair that light Britannia's iſles, 
Rewarding patriot toils with bright'ning ſmiles, 
Tho' Vanity the ready ceruſe lend, 

The feign'd carnations ſtill tho? Paſhion blend, 
Reje with ſcorn the dull faQtitious glow ; 

Where lurks diſguſt and dire diſeaſe below ; 

Worſe than Pandora's vaſe, tho' ſeeming kind; 
Curs'd rouge deſtroys—nor leaves e' en hope behind! 


Believe the bard who thus preſumes your praiſe, 
To yon, who gives his firſt, his artleſs lays ; 
Not happier charms adorn the climes of earth, 
Than deck the favour'd Iſle that gave you birth; 
No tints more fine bloom on the lonely cheek, * 
Nar forms more ſtriking elegance beſpeak ; 
And fairer ſtill the radiance of each mind, - 
Where Virtue dwells—by purity enſhrin'd. 
And lo! to prove the glories of our iſle, 
Yon vale with added verdure ſeems to ſmile ; 
Tranſported zephyrs ſeem to fan the air, 
And hail the Bx164T ASSEMBLAGE of our fair, 
Lo, MopesTy, in lengthen'd veil array'd, 
O'er each ſweet nymph caſts her pellucid ſhade ; 
And Sens1B1L1TY, with pearly tear, 
Each charm, with heighten'd luſtre, bids appcar. 
Vol. IL 1 A thou- 
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A thouſand hov'ring loves with roſes crown'd, 
Strew the rich beauties of the ſpring around, 
Through the gay ſcene whilſt fragrant odours breathe, 
And PLEASURE forms for each her happieſt wreath. 


To lead the beauteous triumph of the day, 
See Towns HEN D, ſprightly as the radiant May! 
Fair as Aurora dawns in eaſtern ſkies, 
When Night's dull cone before her melting flies; 
Perfect as had ſhe been by Fate decreed, © 
© A combination and a form indeed,” — 

- Whate'er of grace excurſive Fancy views, 

When courted by the lover's ardent muſe, 
Whate'er of ſymmetry een Sculpture knows, © 
Nature on this lov'd favourite beſtows, 

Illum'd by eyes that ſpeak the ſoul refin'd, 

And ſweet expreſſion of th* ingenuous mind — 

In ſprightly Innocence and Virtue's pride, 

Her ſiſters *, Graces, ſmiling on her fide. 

Thoſe gentle boſoms, ever honour's ſeat, 

Thoſe forms with every excellence complete, 

The bluſhing roſe that ſcents the ambient air, 
Breathes not more ſweets, or ſhews a teint more fair, 
Yet not the vermeil cheek's enchanting glow, 

The luſtrous boſom's animated ſhow, 


* Mrs. Gardiner and Mrs, Beresford. 
The 
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The ſhapes where eaſe and dignity combineg 
The eyes that ſhame the product of the mine, 
Can pour the exquiſite ſublime delight, 
As when their mental beauties break to fight, 
Heav'n gave a form as its own angels fair, 
Their intellectual charms a mother's + care z 
She watch'd each effort of the pliant mind, 
At length exulting ſaw them as herſelf reſin d. 
—So far retir'd in ſome ſequeſter'd iſle, 
A parent ſwan with tender anxious toil, 
Leads forth her cygnets on the liquid way, 
And ſpreads their plumage to the eye of day, 
Teaches to ſhun where 1onghen'd billows leave, 
And fail majeſtic o'er the lucid wave. | 


Majeſtic grandeur, every charm her own, 
To grace a peerage or adorn a throne ; 
With ſweetneſs anguiſh'd, ſorrow to beguile, 
With dignity flill temper'd with a ſmile ; 
Such ſmiles as Raphael once midſt Eden's ſhade 
Gave to that weakneſs which he came to aid, 
From Faſhion's circle, ſee by ſenſe inſpir'd, 
To tranquil bliſs has Devoxsnire retir'd ; 
No perfum'd flutt'rers there her peace annoy, 
No infipidity dilutes her joy. 


+ A mother-in-law, ſecond wife to their father, Captain 
Montgomery. | 
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Tho? bleſt with charms to grace the brilliant ſcene, 
To ſhades ſhe flies as her fair ſelf ſerene, 
Where Cherubs ſmiling to her view are giv'n, 
To cheer the ſoul in life's declining even ; 
And far from Diſſipation's luring voice, 
Connubial happineſs rewards her choice, 


See in the groupe the charming Kzyyzrs move, 
Form'd to inſpire the ſoft'ning heart with love ; 
The roſy lip—the ſeat of young deſires, 

The piercing eye that flaſhes humid fires ; | 

The boſom heaving with each tender figh, 
Proclaim aloud the melting danger nigh ; 

Yet ſuch the filken chains which they beſtow, 

That Emp'rors might the ſweet confinement know; 
Might leave the toils and pageantry of ſtate, 

And ſhare with KeypELs their too happy fate, 


With {mile celeſtial MusTErs comes along, 
That mocks th” exertions of deſcriptive ſong ; 
Arch meaning lives within her ſparkling eye, 
E'en when her lips the meaning arch deny ; 
Each ſmiling look a ſmiling mandate gives, 
Each heart entranc'd the mandate ſoft receives, 
With varied charms ſhe ſuits each flying hour, 
And in each beauteous change aſſumes new pow'r. 
In proud ſubmiſſion thus her ſlaves obey, 2 


And own the raptures of her gentle ſway. 
I Airay'd 
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| Array'd in ev'ry charm fair Beavcn any draws 
By ſweet unconſciouſneſs increas'd applauſe. 

Tho? oft when beauty meets th* charming eyes, 
Her fatal mirror Vanity ſupplies, 

Then ſelf-ſufficient ſtrikes attraction dead, 

And inſtant all the faſcinations _... = 

But when on BEAueAur's form attention dwells, 
No tell-tale glance a ſecret pleaſure tells; 

No proud demeanour bids our eyes depart, 

Nor forc'd hauteur repells th” attracted heart, 


As when ſome ſtars thoſe placid lights diſplay, 
From countleſs fources flow each living ray, 
In ſuch cloſe junction, Fax AEN can unite, : 
Each ſource remote of exquiſite delight 
Around that form the gaze of pleaſure tells, 
With pow'rs magnetic, that attraction dwells, 
And ſheds ſuch influence o'er the obedient ſoul, 
As guides the needle to the diſtant pole, 


Where through her mazes ſportive Fancy leads, 
In fond purſuit, each ardent nymph proceeds, 
Strains ev'ry thought, each eager effort tries, 
© To catch the faſhions living as they riſe,” 

That ſecret art expence can ne'er beſtow, 
Which taſte muſt diftate—taſte alone can know— 
Which to each captive heart gives ſtrange alarms, 


Ta Saw8RrIBGE's lovely ſhape imparts new charms ; 
13 And 
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And thro' each change which varying mode com. 
mands, 
Unfolds ſome beauty or ſome grace expands, 


With Muſic's fineſt pow'rs fair Lawzgy' s grac'd, * 
The brilliant finger, the ſuperior taſte; 
The genius happy and the ſkill profound ; 
And ev'ry art that gives a ſoul to ſound ; 
Whilſt bright-ey'd Fancy from her glowing urn 
Pours forth“ the thoughts that breathe, and notes 
that burn,” 


The ſtrains ſhe gives with higheſt rapture fraught, 
| Shed a delicious languor o'er the thought; 

Tho? pow'rful yet preciſe, tho” rapid clear, 

Each ſound with ſweet diſtraction meets the ear; 

By echo borne ſoft undulations float, 

And hearts: reſponfive vibrate to each note. 


See gay Euphroſyne now trips along 
Her hand diſplays the mirth-diffuſing ſong ; 
Care ſhrinks appall'd before her ſprightly pow'rs ; 
When MaxTrYs fings, light dance the happy hours! 


* Mrs. L. Sheridan, 


IMPROMPTU, 
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IMPROM FT u, 


BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE TEMPLE, ON THE 
SIGHT OF ONE OF TRE CROYDON BELLES,. IN 
THE COURT AT ' KINGSTON, DURING THE 
ASSIZES. + | 


WuiLsT petty offences and felonies ſmart, 
Is there no juriſdiction for ſtealing the heart ? 
You, my fair ny may ery % Laws and Court 1 
defy u r 
Concluding no Peers can be ſummoned to try you. 
But think not fair Shorey this plea will inſure you, 
Since the Graces and Muſes will juſt make a Jury.. 


E P IG R A M. 


TO MR, PITT, ON HIS TAX ON WOMEN, 


A Tax on Women to impoſe, 
Is ſurely, Sir, a fin 


Why ſhould you try to puniſh thoſe, 
Who never took you in? 
May, 1785. | 
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ON A ROSE. 


WHAT beauty has the roſe! 
But ah ! how ſoon it flies ! 
How very ſoon it dies ! 

The life of man thus flows. 


While youth and vigour meet, 
He revels joyfully ; | 
A few, few years paſi d by, 

He's trodden under feet. 


LINES ON THE DEATH OF DR, BURTON, BY THE 
| PRESENT MASTER OF WINCHESTER, 


ADDRESSED TO HIS SCHOLARS, 


BaTHE not for me, dear youths, your mournful 
lays | IE | 
In bitter tears : o'er blooming Beauty's grave 
Let Pity wring her hands. I, full of years, 
Of honours full, ſatiate of life, retire, ' 
Like an o'er-weary'd pilgrim to his home; 
Nor at my loſs repine, Yet the laſt prayer 
| That 
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That from my ſtruggling boſom parts ſhall riſe 

Fervent with you: May Wickham's much-loy'd 
walls 

Be ſtill with ſcience, fame, and virtue bleſt ; 

And diſtant times and regions hail his name! 


TRANSLATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM, 


BY MR. TYRWHITT, 


ON A TEA-CHEST OF MBs. HEBERDEN'S, MADE OF 
OLIVE-WOOD, WHICH WAS FOUND AT ATHENS 
| BY MR, STUART. | 


IN Attic fields, by fam'd Tliffus flood, 

A tree to Pallas ſacred once I ſtood ; 

Now, torn from thence, with graceful emblems dreſt, 
For Mira's tea I form a poliſh'd cheſt, 

Athens, farewel—nor yet do I repine 

For my Socratie ſhades and patroneſs divine. 


15 THE 
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THE PRIEST AND DOCTOR. 
AN #2 CCT. 


ADDRESSED TO TEE ABERGAVENNIANS, 


Dui me commorit (melius non tangere clamo) 
Flebit, et infignis tota cantabitur arbe, 


DINNER was ended, and with gentle ſrps, 

* The porter glided between JounnY's lips; 
When, with ambition's fiery cares beſet, 

A reverend Juſtice, and old Px 110 met; 
(Pa1r.v, than whom, in this degenerate age, 

A fouler rogue ne'er ſtain'd the Muſe's page, 
Nor Jzrer1es, from all ties of conſcience free; 
Nor J=rrRIEs, P —, can compare with thee.) 
The wights were met, that W—— might allow, 
Which was the greater raſcal of the two; 

When thus, their glorious conteſt to decide, 
The Prieſt began, and Doctor thus reply'd. 


A cuſtom lately adopted by that gentleman, of drinking 


porter after dinner, out of a wine glaſs, 
| PRIEST. 
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PR ore 


Parent of exil! ! whoſe infornal power 

Grinn'd at my birth, and bleſs'd my natal hour! 
If to thy d. g nas ſtrict regard I've. paid, 

And all thy rites, O Lucirs ! obey'd, 

Aﬀert my cauſe! nor let old Y. 119, boaſt. 
Himſelf the moſt abandon'd of thy hoſt ! 

So ſhall this inſtant, (favaur-but my lays) 

My ſacerdotal ornameats all blaze ;, 

Flame ſhall thy altars, with unwanted fire, 

And outward ſhow (like inward faith) expire! 


Docror.. 


Hear me too, SATAN . Never.to thy laws: 

Did Stygian Imp adbere, and own thy. cauſe 

With firmneſs paſſing mine! thou. know?it full well, 
How. many heretofore have victim fell 

By my dread art! Say but © the. palm is mine,“ 
My fix next. patients. gaſp beneath thy ſhrine. 


PRIEST. 


And durſt thou then, with me diſpute the prize ?- 
Thou mean retailer of ſtale hackney'd lies! — 
With me !—whom fate, and human laws def gu d 


To preach. repentance, and to gull mankind !— 
I. 6 


Ta 
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To grind the faces of the poor, to wreak 
My vengeance on the old, infirm, and weak; 
Forgetful of my birth, with lordly pride, 
To ſpurn the aged ſuppliant from my fide. 
To act the hypocrite, with treach'rous wile, 
The great with ſpecious juſtice to beguile.— 
Deeds ſuch as theſe confirm thy rival's claim != 


Doc rox. 


Ceaſe, witleſs hoaſter, thus to puff thy fame; 
Trifles, like yours, the world indifferent views, 
Each upſtart rogue ſuch beaten track purſues; 
A far more glorious aim directs my cares, 

To torture innocence with groundleſs fears, 
To ſpread with malice the officious tale, 

To publiſh errors, and good works conceal, 

To brand with ſatire, or expreſſive ſneer — 
My ſoul's far better part—that is—when near; 
To forge the lie, to urge another's fate, 
And firmly, what I never heard, relate, 
Is mine—Hence none my bold commands diſpute, 

Nor with raſh ſaucineſs deny my ſuit ; 

My haughty ſoul can no reſiſtance bear. 

I feel no ſname.— Ah! could I feel no fear! 


P&1esT. 
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PariesTt. 


J too falſe vows, and artful tricks have us'd, 

Nor fraud, nor deep invention e'er refus*d,—-, 
Not all in vain—for T=— is the prize, 

Him has my daughter fetter'd down with ties; 
O! how ſhe joys to find the Cully faſt, 

And ſee herſelf amn A wift at lañ; 

Fool that he was! thus ſtupidly to bend 

His filly neck to ſerve a humble friend. 


Doc ro. 


Whilſt villainy unhalter'd thrives apace, 
By conſtant habit mail'd againſt diſgrace, 
Who would be honeſt, merely to ſecure 
Praiſe without bounty, which muſt keep him poor? 
Releas'd at length from Honeſty's hard chain, 
Nor tender Father ſtil'd, nor upright man, 
Diſorb'd, the planets ſhall eccentric roll, 
And wild confuſion ſeize the boundleſs whole, 
Ere he, who erſt has dar'd to —— his wife, 
Shall ceaſe to lead a moſt infernal life. 


Px 128 Ts 


Sooner ſhall fiſh through plains of Ether flie, 
Or thou, my honour'd patron, ceaſe 70 lie. 
% Sooner 
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Sooner ſhall T- ner, for a brave man paſs, 

And, my ſon, Billy, not be thought an aſs, 

Than e'er the world, ill-judging ſhall proclaim, 
That, , ceag'd to be a rogue through ſhame.. 


Docrtox.. 


When men of common ſenſe van patient fit, 
Applauding W—wright's buffoonry for wit; 
When Mrs, M neither drinks, nor ſwears, 
Nor rates her maidi, * nor pulls poor Grey-pole's ears; 
When thon, my arbiter, aſſerts. thy pow*r, 
Diſcarv'ſt thy minion, and keep'ſt a whore, 
Then, and then only, will I yield the prize,. 
Due to my flaughters, treachery, and lies.. 


W 
Ceaſe for a while, my friends, your tuneful lay, 
"Tis + Thurſday—Betty calls—I nα¹] obey: 
Not mine th important difference to compoſe, 
Which is the greater rogue the Devil knows, 
Away—for ſure his Devilſhip's horns I ſee, 
O! Satan! Satan! take them both for me; 


** 


Caveant Xanti ppes. 


+ Aſſembly Afternoon, 


FASHION :- 


(! 


FASHION: A SATIRE. 


BY MR, SHILLITO, 


SWEET Goddeſs ! who in ev'ry elime and age, 
Haſt fir'd the Saint, the Hero, and the Sage ; 
Whoſe powers can each fantaſtic bliſs impart, 
Thrill with keen extacy the human heart, 

And teach full many a votary to ſwing, 

Graceful, to Stygian ſhores ; thy charms I ſing! © 


Sweet Faſhion, fee ! ſhe waves her magic wand, 
And lo! her ready ſlaves obedient ſtand, 
Here age and youth, and male and female, ape 
The ſame complexion, babit, ſize, and ſhape ;. 
Black, brown, and fair, in. ev'ry point agree, 
Ihe fix foot giant, and the dwarf of three! 
Eager they croud before the awful throne, 
To gaze, to imitate, and be undone. 


— 


Young Marcus now has reach'd his nineteenth: 
year, 
The boaſted offspring of a noble peer : 
The various paths of taſte he has explor'd, 
And flill is nam'd the faſhionable Lord; 
| Tet 
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Yet in one point young Marcus can't ſucceed, 
Becauſe, alas! the Faſhion is to read! : 


Flora by moſt is thought to be a ſaint ; 
But ill the reigning faſhion is to paint: 
And Flora's charms attract by various ways, 
Each ſoul exulting with reſiſtleſs praiſe, 
The live-long week her face appears as pale 
As op'ning lilies m Idalia's vale. 
When Sunday comes, her lovely cheeks diſcloſe 
Each bluſhing tint that gilds Arcadia's roſe, 
Yet why, O cruel Fortune ! haſt thou given 
Her power to charm but one day out of ſeven ? 
Hadſt thou careſs'd her with thy foft alarms, 
And given her riches to improve her charms, 
Eternal Faſhiqn had adorn'd each grace, 
And ev'ry day put on—herSunday face! 


Florio was witty, elegant, and gay, 
The reigning Faſhion prompted him to play ; 
Each throw was fatal, but the Faſt the moſt, 
He ftak'd his laſt ſcore acres, and he loſt ! 
I'll follow ſtill the Faſhion,” Florio ſaid ; | 
And forth to Bath the dice-ſtruck hero fled, c 
And there plucks pigeons * for his daily bread ! 


In the phraſeology of the turf, to defraud, 


Titus, 
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Titus, a champion at the game of whiſt, 
No finiſh'd gameſter ever could reſiſt; 
For Titus, tutor'd in the modern ſchool, 
Finds ſure ſucceſs in this unerring rule 
Win fairly, if you can, aloof from fin ; 
If not, at any rate, be ſure you win.” 
Thus he, with this good maxim full in view, 
From Faſhion gains one rule that Hoyle ne'er knew. 
Should trumps or honours fail him in the nick, 
He wins the doubtful game by one—odd trick. 


Bardolph fought duels ; and, to fhew his ſkill, 

Pick'd quarrels with his friend, againſt his will: 

And many a hero his well-pointed thruſt 

Has ſent to mingle wirh his native duſt. 

At length, diſeaſe (that foe to human race) 

Rag'd in his veins, and peel'd his purple face: 

Four days he linger'd ; ere the fifth was fled, 

The griſly phantom, Death, approach'd his bed. 

© I come,” he cried, * to lay thy-honours low; 

In me prepare to meet thy mortal foe,” 

The gallant Bardolph ſtarted at the fight, 

And begg'd one minute to prepare for fight. 

Thy pray'r is vain,” the King of Terrors cried, 

* O! ſpare me, then,” the duelliſt replied, 

One ſecond, e're thy dreadful ſtroke I meet ; 

* Alas! I never lack'd a ſecond yet: 

No 
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No more !* cried Death: to war we both incline; 
Thy trade has been to ſlay, and ſtill is mine. 
© To Faſhion's call thou ever didſt reply ; 
And well thou kaow'it the Faſhion is to die! 
© Then take thy diſtance, and forbear to ſtart.“ 
He ſpoke, and ſtruck a weapon to his heart. 


THE UNION OF FOLLY AND GOOD SENSE. 
an i 1 te 
LY jOHN KENT, ESQ, 


Wx Tarquin had enjoy'd her matehleſs charms, 
Lucretia ruſn'd to Death's more chilling arms: 
When Dido's Prince gain'd . . . . all his heart defir'd, 
In fiercer flames the vanquiſh'd Queen expir'd, 

Ah! raſh refolves ! yet, here we juſtly trace - 

One pla fing leſſon for the female race! 

And mark god management with phrenzy join'd 

Alike in Dido's, and Lucretia's mind! 

Though both, zu madneſs, to deſtruction ran, | 
In wiſdom, both refrain'd _, + « + « + « till they Lad tafit® 


man 


EPIGRAM, 


\ 


3 


E PI GR A M, 


ON VR. EDEN'S ACCEPTING THE OFFICE or cou. 
MERCIAL NEGOCIATOR WITH THE COURT or 
FRANCE, | 


FOR a Treaty with France, who than Evtx more 
fit, ah | 
Enquires a Tory delighted; | | 
By extracted conceſſions Monſieur will be bit, 
And all matters fairly be righted. 


Our traffic will now ſure be ſettled at laſt, 
When Eden each grievance ſhall tell; 

For what Orator talks, or ſo long, or ſo faſt, 

For himſelf—who has TRaxrrick'D fo well? 


THE FOLLOWING -EXTEMPORE WAS REPEATED BY 
LORD LYTTELTON TO LADY BROWN, 


WHEN I was young and debonnaire, 

The BRowxEsT nymph to me was FAIR; 

But now I'm old, and wiſer grown, * 
The rains nymph to me is BRowN, 


VERSES, 
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YER 3E'Ss, 


UPON THE YOUNGER BRANCHES OF THE ROYAL 
FAMILY, 


TRE careful gard'ner, with unceafing toil, 
Thick ſets with tender plants his fruitful foil ; 

When grown, tranſplants the labours of his hand, 
Some here, ſome there, around his native land! 


So may this Ile be nurſery of the world! 
May various nations, with their ſails unfurl'd, 


Tranſport theſe flowers, e this land have 
grown, 
Proud to tranſplant them early on their own ! 


Then, whil'ſt each Britiſh rodh., in bluſhes dreft, 
Some Prince ſhall gather, to adorn his breaſt, 
The paler roſe with them ſhall fear to vie, 
And FzAance's jcalous lilies droop and die! 


* 


WIN TE RN. 


Tk ſun withdraws his forceful ray, 
In vapoury clouds he veils his head, 
And Winter half obſcuring day, 
Ariſes from his icy bed: 
| Impetuous 
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Impetuous whirlwinds form his train, 
Thick clouds and darkneſs round him lour, 
He drives his blaſts o'er every plain, 


And Nature ſhrinks aghaſt, and owns his conquering 


power. 


The boiſterous winds with ceaſeleſs roar, 
Bid the rough ſurges proudly riſe, 
Tempeſtuous beat the ravag'd ſhore, 
And ſtrive t' engage the frowning ſkies : 
In ſnow built car with ſolemn pace, 
Pale froſt glides o'er the joyleſs plains, 
He hids the raging waters ceaſe | 


And binds the yielding waves with adamantine 


chains. 


The trees reſign their verdant hue, 

And tremble at the whirlwind's ſound, 
The roſe beſpangled o'er with dew 

No longer ſheds its fragrance round : 
All beauty fades and Winter dire, 
Tremendous holds imperial ſway, 

The ſtorms proclaim their powerful fire, 


And bellowing round his throne, with horrors blaſt 


the day. 
If 
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If chance the breezes ceaſe te blow, 
Deep in their rocky caverns bound 
The clouds emit the treaſur'd ſnow, 
And brightneſs covers all the ground : 
Broad-o'er the South the ſun appears, 
And faintly points his ncontide rays, 
A filvery brow the mountain bears, 
Nor ſheds his hoary locks, nor feels th' enfeebled 
blaze. | 


When unadorn'd the pallid morn 
Faint opening ſhews the leafleſs grove, 
Oft let me tread the whitened lawn, 

Or thro? the frozen valley rove : 

On thee, great Nature! let me gaze, 
Retir'd in thy ſequeſter'd bowers, 

Till Sol reſumes his bright'ning blaze, 

And Spring with dewy hand awakes the vernal 
flowers, | df 


THE ANSWER To MRS; Rupps LETTER. 


THe following letter was found by me in Merrion- 
ſtreet : it was directed to Mrs, M. C. Rupp: As J 
find that Lady has quitted the Belfaſt Inn, and as 
there is no name ſubſcribed to the letter, I know of 


no method of conveying it to either the Perſon who 
wrote 
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wrote it, or her for whom it was intended; I was 
therefore inclined to ſend it to a Newſpaper; but 


hearing they are all bribed, I have taken this inethod 


of informing the right owner that ſhe may get her 
original letter, by ſending her ſervant to me, at the 
Cock and Punch-Bowl in Barrack-ſtr.et, Dublin, 


Darin SIMPLE, | 


THE LETTER, 
10 MRS. 6, C. RUDD, 


J Received, my dear daughter, your letter at dinner, 

And ſhould think from your end you're but a 
beginner, 

Thus abruptly to open our little connection, 

And our family - ſecrets expoſe to detection; 

To betray the ſlight fault of a critical moment 


To the ſneer of the Court, and the Patriots' comment. 


Were it not for that letter, you miſchievous Devil, 


I perhaps had been now the Vikevuntels Mes. 


W:VIL, 

For know, that already, ſo high i is my ſtation, 

I have handled hat ſceptre which goverus · the nation. 

The true Council-board is the board that I keep, 

And the ſole bed of Juſtice is that where I ſleep: 
For 
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For here 'tis the faſhion, as well as in France, | 
— Thoſe precide o'er the realm who precide o er the 
dance. | 
The prudiſheſt Dames now * cards at my door, 
And I'm courted by thoſe who deſpiſed me before, 
The Candidate-Peers aſk my intereſt and vote, 
With flatt'ry each day, and ſometimes a Bank-note, 
This day I was leveed by Sir Thomas Humdrum 


Who wants me to make him Lord Baron of Dun- 


drum. | 
Sir Charles came to me, no man could look ſadder,— 
He expected e' er this to be Lord Caſtle · bladder. 
Sir Archy has offer d to double my fees, 
If T'll forward his Patent, and haſten home L—s ; 
He talked of a motion; he knew not for what, 
The paper was blotted, the words were forgot ; 
Then he voted again{ what himſelf had propounded ; 
The Commons all laugh'd; he 4 and R——s were 
confounded. 
But a fumbler I hate; and it ne&'er was my notion, 
To prefer any man who is bad at a MOTION, — 
This Sir Archy M*Doodle's afraid we are cheating, 
Becauſe we have kept him juſt ten years in waiting: 
To enquire for his patent he came here at noon, 
And get it he mut——--but I think *tis too ſoon. 


The 
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The ſoldiers come ſwaggering, and curſing and | 
ſwearing, - ” 
Againſt the damn'd Rebels, who're now . all 
5 bearing, | 
And ſay that the Miniſtry are but mere botches, 
To oppoſe them with armies, - when two par, 
watches, | _ 
Array'd and commanded by Conſtable B n, 
Would ſoon pull the Yankies and Waſhington down. 
Jack Prancer comes here to complain of his loſſes, 
And ſays that of late he meets nothing but eroſſes. | 
But what can he do though he makes ſuch a pother ? | 
—Grown too dull for eur ſide, and too blaſted for 
tꝰ other. | 
He makes me long ſpeeches to prove his devotion, 
And ſwears that my ſmiles ſhall be Coll--ge promotion: 
If PII put off th' Elections till “ June for his ſake, 
Then he'll ſend me two Members to keep me awake. 
Jack Copperface comes here to ſtudy morality, 
And I own that he preſſes with great cordiality. 
On the fair for protection he ſtill does depend, 
For Biday was once, and now J am his friend. 
Nay, Orator Fd came and offered me hanſell, 
If W gn I'd make the ſucceſſor of M II; 
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At which time there will be an El Gion of Sch—rsof the . 4 
houſe . P | 
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Aid who is ſb fit that great Lawyer to follow, 


As W-—n the ſneering, the pert, and the ſhalloy ? 
l, you know, for that bench I haye 


fix'd him, 


' Where Judge Diddle does nothing—that hi may 


 affiſt him, 


" Jack Kiljoy, to ſhew 8 my Es oY 


Now darns his brown breeches, and waſhes his hands, 
Squire C—hl—n's my plague ; he is peſt ring me ſtill 
For a penſion to pay off his waſhwoman's bill, 

As for J-ph—n, in yain he employs all his arts, 


He's a man I can't bear—tho? the fellow has parts 


E'en the B- ps come here, in their gold fring'd gloves, 

Laſcivious and grave — like ſo many black doves ; 

They tell me old C—ſli—ll's now dying indeed— 

And Cl—ne is too young yet his Grace to ſucceed; 

Poor D—bl—n they fear * preſerve him!) is 
finking, 


| Tho? none's more ab/temious in eating and drinking ,— 


They fall at my feet, and my Dickey they pluck, 


bey kiſs it, and bleſs it, and bid it—— good luck. 


Thus you ſee, my dear Car, what a taſk I'ye on hand, 
For me, poor weak woman, to govern this land; 
I have no time at preſent for nat ral affection ; 


But hereafter depend on my fondeſt protection; 


Mongſt the Army-Contingents your name ſhall be placed, 


On that lit which detore by Tom All—n's was graced, 
"Tis 


** 


( 299). 
'Tis true you're no ſoldier but what's that Rope: 
I am ſure you have ſeen as much ſervice as he. 
As for old Concordatum that fund is all 1 
In bribing ghe freemen, and paying my rent. - 
Lord L—<-nes—-gh and are now going round, 
Through all their acquainti e, to raiſe forty pound; 
A fine ball I will give, if that ſum they can gather, 
And there zoz ſhall appear, with a fine Oftrich 
feather, —— 
Accept this ſhort letter. I'll ſoon write * 5 
Hark !—his Lordſhip's below, Your affectionate NF 
Mother. 72 3 
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T:H-E TAI I. 0 R, 
| 2 by TALE, | 
INSCRIBED TO THE LADIES or D* denz. 
255 BY A DIPPER, 
IN England, there are ſome dete 
Gainſt which all men have prepoſſyſſions, 


The name of Taylor, when tranſlated, 


Will only paſs 
For a mere 4%, 


An %, by all A. Spoken of, eee, * 
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Nay wicked wits have ſaid what's worſe, 


A Taylor, came in with the curſe, 


To Brambles, is a younger brother ; 

That, make the moſt of him you can, 

He's but the zinth part of a man.“ er 
But wherefore all this noiſe and pother? 


Tho! he fits croſs - leg'd at his work, 
It's only fitting like a Turk, Th; 


And Turks were always «women's men, 
From Bajazet to Kouli Khan. 
To prove that Taylors are the ſame ; 
One of the order, 
Having leiſure, 
Not to get rid of a diſorder, 
But merely for his pleaſure,, 
From Loxdon to Brighthelmfione came; 


One night, ſtrolling about the ſtreets, 


A beauteous maid, my Taylor meets, 
Well turn'd each limb, divine each feature, 


Full of good wiſhes, and good nature, 
Our Taylor was not mute, 


But thus began his ſuit : 


4 Faireſt of all the fair, attend my lays, 


Lift to the ſounds I utter in thy praiſe: 
Bright are thy damaſk cheeks, in colour vie, 
With the rich ſcarlet cloth's moſt coſtly die. 
Thy ſwimming eyes outſhine the gloſſy jet, 
Rival the buttons made of marqueſet. 


t 1 1 


Thy lips, thy ruby lips, to me appear 
Like the red cabbage ſteep'd in vinegar. - - 
Then be not like the cucumber,. ſo cold, 
Daidens, like faſhions will, in time grow old. 
Come then, delay not, let us walk, my fair, 
And taſte the ſweetneſs of the midnight air.“ 
Such words. what maiden could reſiſt, 
Her virgin fears were all diſmiſt, 
The night was dark, all things were huſh,. 
And i the dark ſhe need not blaſh:. 
Or if ſhe ſhould, it is. not ſeen, 
Nor can be felt—that's all I mean. 
So, nothing loth, with him ſhe run, 
Firſt to the beech, then ſhady grove, 
Which frolic Pan,. and Neptune love, 
Where this poor damſeLwas undone... 
And, as ſhe tells, 
Her bark ſo blown, and tempeſi toſt, 
?T was over-ſet, nay almoſt loſt, 
But all the Belles, 
Turn up their noſes, and cry—fe, 
This Taylor ſtory can't be true, 


\ 


Pray, Madam, what think you, and you ?: 


One halkat leaſt muſt be a lie! 
Yet the waghine I ſaw to day, | 
And in the fields are marks, they a,. 

No leſs than fix in /even hours ! 
My ars, Oh Lud! Oh — 
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Ladies be patient I adviſe, 


You all atierd at the A ſize, 
Where this poor Caitiff will be tried, 
Then you ſhall al be ſatisfied. 
Great wigs will'make the matter plain, 
But if you cannot wait *till then, 
Fll tell you how—with a grave face, 
The learned judge will ope the caſe ; 
And *twill appear, | 
To every ſtander-bye moſt clear; 1 
— This Taylor, not having the fear 
Of God before his eyes, a 
Both law and puniſhment defies. 
Did with cLuss, srAvzs, P1$TOLs, and 8WORDS, 
FIRELOCKS, and FORCE, and WICKED WORDS, 
ENTICE AWAY, 
 TREPAN, BETRAY, 
This SPpIx$TER to the Ocean's ſhore, 
And Were, as ſundry times before, 
BEING INSTIGATED BY THE DEVIL,— 
Te curious Fair, dt 
Note this care; 
Induc'd this damſel to do evil. 
Now, my good girls, an INSTIGFOR, 
In ſuch a tickliſh matter, * 
May be, I think, fairly defin'd 
A PARTNER, in the whole affair, 
This ſolves the problem to a hair: 


( 403 J 


A Devil, and Taylor, when in arms, 
Do all by Spells, Magic aud Char ms ; 
Had there been /ever inſtead of one, 
Unleſs he is belied, 
All the whole fever had been undone, 
At leaſt he would have tied. 
Think of bis proweſs, and his youth, _ 
Then anſwer, if you can, with truth; 
Should the wiſe ſages of the law, 
Condema to death, for this faus pas, 
But give the option of a ring, 
If he prefers it to a wing, - 
Tell me, to ranſom ſuch a life; 
Which of you would not be his wirs? 


* 


ADVERTISEMENT EXTRAORDINARY. 


Trin. Coll. Cambridge, March 13, 1 786. 
WHEREAS a grace for preventing entertainments 
in private rooms, lately paſſed in the Univerſity of 
Cambridge, has been put in execution with ſuch 
ſtrictneſs (particularly in one or two of the Colleges) 
as to occaſion great inconveniencies to many of the 
younger members of the Univerſity, all which would 
be effectually remedied even by a moder enge knowledge 
of that moſt uſeful ſcience of Cookety; M Diana 

K 4 Young, 
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Young, having been repeatedly ſolicited upon the oc- 
cafion, is induced, from motives of philanthropy, to 
take this opportunity of informing thoſe gentlemen 
of the Univerſity, who, having been already convinc- 
ed of the great advantage of a proficiency in the 
ſcience of Cookery, may be deſirous of making them- 
ſelves maſters of that ſcience, that (without the per- 
miſſion of the Vice Can.) ſhe intends in a ſhort 
time, by the Grace of God, to give a courſe of lec- 
tures in Mrs, Glaſs's Cookery ; and has taken a 
commodious room for the purpoſe near Carus Coll, 
As ſhe underſtands that the gentlemen of Trinity Coll. 
in particular labour at preſent under the greateſt in- 
conveniencies from the late reſtrictions, ſhe flatters 
herſelf. her lectures will be peculiarly acceptable to 
the greater part of that truly reſpectable ſociety; 
And as ſhe is told that the gentlemen of Caius Coll. 
are great advocates for pre-eminence in the higher 
branches of Cookery, ſhe: humbly hopes for encou. ' 
ragement from that ſociety alone, Miſs D. Young, 
having had the honour of practiſing her profeſſion in 
one of the firſt families in Norfolk, in the vicinity gf 
Norwich, doubts not that her lectures will meet with 
the approbation ſhe is confident they deſerve, 


The intention of them is to perfect gentlemen, who 
may be defirous of attempting that very uſeful branch 
of natural philoſophy, in it, from its very elements 

| . to 


4 
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to its moſt ſublime parts. In purſuance of this in- 
tention, the firſt courſe will commence on Monday, 
March 2oth, 1786, with the nature, conſi ruction, 
&c. of the genuine Nor it Dumplin. An analyſis of 
the various combinations of other articles in Which 
flour i- the principal ingredient. In the ſecond courſe 
will be compriſed the moſt expeditious, as well as de- 
firable methods of dreſſing the moſt admired diſhes, 
in the ſtricteſt conformity to the preſent taſte ; .like- 
wiſe all kinds of made diſhes, as well French as En- 
gli. In+the third and laſt courſe will be delivered, 


ina manner entirely novel, entertaining and inftruc- 


tive, the whole doctrine of ſauces; to conclude with 
a. ſhort diſquifition upon the moſt ſupremely elegant 
ſcience, Confectionary, — A ſcienet Which is now u- 
niverſally requiſite to the — of a Vniverligy 
education. 4 


* * 


„ 2 N . 


” 


Ton SLEDGE, the Blackſmith, by his n, 


__ "'whets, 
And ſpending much, contracted many Ack 
In this diſtreſs he, like ſome other fools, . 
Pull'd down his forge, and ſold off all his tools; 
Nothing was left, that would fetch auy price, 
But after all was fold, he kept his Vice, 


K.5 SONNET,. 
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s ON N E x, 


On ECHO AND SILENCE. | 
6 | 8 


* 


I GEORGES BRYDGES, ESQ, 


IN eddying courſe, when leaves began to fly, 

And Autumn in her lap the treaſure firew, 

As mid wild ſcenes I chanc'd the muſe to wog, 
Thro' glens untrod, and woods that frown'd on high, 
Two ſleeping nymphs, with wonder mute, I ſpy : 

: lo? ſhe's gone in robe of dark green hue, 

was Echo from her ſiſter Silence flew ; 


For quick the huater's horn reſounded to the ky, 
In ſhade affrighted, Silence melts away; 


Not ſo, her ſiſter. Hark! For onward till, 

With far-heard ſtep ſhe takes her bafty way, 
Bounding from rock to rock, and hill to hill, 

Ah! may the merry maid, in mockful play, ** 
With thouſand mimic we the laughing foreſt fill! 


|  EPIGRAA, 


4 4 
* VE 


( 267 J 
B T 8 R A 


| Arvxzws. tis ſaid, a N has writ, 
Replete th ronfficut with Novelty and Wit. 
If it has Wit,—to both will I agree ; 

For Vet, from Aussee wet be Novelty, 


* Dn, PRETTYMAN«,. 


Or Ae 10 ita hiv truths, the great 


Maintain'd A Fool, of tongue ſo glib: 
| Prrr has improv'd the plan of late, 


And wiſer kept a Fool to f. 
2 
O NR SAME. 
Fig on, O PaAAT TYAN !—for pay ic 7 ; 
—And thou, OPitr, ſib too! 7 
More againſt Truth you cannot ſay, 
Than Truth has ſaid ?, gain ff. you. 
$6645 OLD 
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WITH civic wreath of Engliſh dak, * 
Freedom, that air-drawn axe bedeck, 

By Wyndham brandiſh'd for a ſtroke 

At thine () apoſtate Walpole's neck. ,, 


(4) Compare his patriotic ſpeeckes in Parliament, during the 
ſour laſt years of Queen Ann, the arguments, eſpecially of his fa- 
mays oxation at Sacheverel's trial, with the conduct of che Mini- 


(a) vide, The New Feundling Hopite! for Wit, Vol. 3. p. 263. 


* 
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Ax ELFGANT PARAPHRASE OF A GREFK ODE OP 


Lexus, BY SIR WILLIAM JONES THE ORIEN- 
TALIST, (a) HAS BEEN MUCH ADMIRED, IT HAS 
GREAT BEAUTIES; BUT JT 1s TOO FLOWERY 
AND RE)UNDANT, TO RESEMBLE THE SPIRITED 
BREVITY AND SIMPLICITY OF THE ORIGINAL, 
THE FOLLOWING (WRITTEN BY A FELLOW- COL. 
LEGIAN AT OXFORD, JUST "THEN, IN 1740, EN- 
TERED AT ST. JOHN'S, WHO is NOW, IF HE BE 
STILL LIVING, THE REV, DR, J——N D—C—N) 
Wos THOUGATT, AT THE TIME, EXPRESSIVE OF 
THE GENUINE PRINCIPLES 22 A CONSITENT 
WHIG, AND WELL ADAPTED TO THE OCCASION, 
WHICH WAS THE FAMOUS DEBATE, "ABOUT THE 


STANDING ARMY, AND THE PLACE AND PENSITE 
BILL, 


— 


Am, 


Her, 


4 
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Arm, arm thy Palteney's, Wyndham's han de, 
Clean from Corruption's baleful ſtain, * 
To reſcue George from Faction's bands, 
And break a nation's galling chain. 
Hark! for the new - ground axe, adorn'd:- 
With civic wreathe, Minerva calls. 
Her altar long the miſcreant ſcorn: 
There doom'd, thy victim, Freedom, falls, 


Midſt Albion's Peers, (c) in Wiſdom's fane, . 
Shall Wal pole think to ſkulk ſecure? 

Pallas, thy temple ſhall diſdain (d)., | 

| To ſcreen, Corruption's fount i impure. 


9 *. 


1 Y | ' A - 
- fier & fagrantly guilty of be the ſolid props oof our ex- 
eelleht conſtitution, and ſo juſlly called, The Father of Corruption. . 
| It was he, that reduced iz to a regular ſyſtem, that openly avowed ; 
it, as his ſole art of government; ;-whilt his ſhameteG defence of” 
it was ecchoedy' on all fides, by his devoted ſenate, his Right Ho- 

nourable, Right Worthipfol, and Right Reverend creatures,” 


(e) So called in poetry; in proſe, the hoſpital of incurables, 


(d) No ſuch thing, Heenter'd it in triumph, two years after, . 
in February 1742. On the ſame day, his clean. banded antagonift 
wat admitted to ſhake hands with him, in the Privy Council, and 
a few months after, in the Houſe of Lords. 
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Arm, Freedom, Pallas, arm their hands, 
Clean from Corruption's baleful ſtain, 
To reſcue George from Faction's bands, 
And break a nation's galling chain. 
7 Freedom, conſpicuous oer thy ſhrine, 
The names of Wyndham, Pulteney place; 
Where Brutus and Timoleon ſhine, 


Which Hampden, Sydney, Ruſſel grace. 


Oer all inſcribe, in/burniſh'd gold, 
Clean from Corruption's baleful ſtain, 
Thy Brunſwick, Freed himſelf, behold ! © 
He breaks the nation's galling chain 


* 


8 


N. B. Upon Lord Orford's advancement, the following Epigram - 


was handed about, which, ſome Jhrewd" politiciang ſuſpePt, wilt 
ſeon be found applicable to Lord North, = 
: Phebus, his eourſe of duty run, g AL 

++ * Senting, becomes a riſing fn. F 

l The luminary of our Ries, * 


like Phœbus, only ſets to riſe. 


* 
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* * 
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on SEEING ** FOX AND ME, HASTINGS ar 
CHELTENHAM. 


4 66 En redit Haſlingus, pacatis regibus 1. 
„ Anglorum et poſito nomine, et imperiag 
ebe vulpes, annofaque fabula Burli, 
. © Fuucibug barret, eben Die, age, dic 
From Eaſtern climes, lo Haſtin ge! late return'd, 
His ſtruggles onde dg and his faqge well earn'd, 
(a) Illuſtrious Stateſman ! to a diſtant age, 
Thy name ſhall live, and grace th' hiſtoric page; 
There (8) licens'd falſehoods ſhall no more prevail, 
Nor — publyh (c) W annual tale. 
* When 
{a) um T. Fire who moved che adreſs who the ences i 
Lord Shelburne's adminiſtration, declared in the courſe of his 
ſpeech, that he had no fears for India while ſo illuſtrious a ſtateſ- 
man as Mr. Haſtings directed our councils, and ſo great a general; 
as Sir Eyre Coote commanded our armies. This declaration was 


the more honourable for Mr, Haſtings, becauſe at that time the 
abſurd pe of the Rockingham party had miſled half the 


nation. « 
(3) We can all recolle& with —— . — copies of E. re- 
ports of the Select Committee were circulated under anion 
of the laſt miniſtry, and how. many falſe and abufive were 
given away through the kingdom, tending «ao depreciate the cha- 
racter of Mr. Hatings, r to My." . 22 
India Bill. 

(e) Mr. Burke has publiſhed a ſpeech almoſt- every year Pee, 
he came into notice—we refer him to his friends, Lord North _ 


1 | and , 


t 2 1 


When France exulting, deem'd our ruin near, 
And Hyder's progreſs ſtruck each Chief with fear; 
When hoſtile nations preſs'd in league combin'd, 
Collected, frm, and dauntleſs was thy mind ; 


/ : . * 


and Mr. Fox, in order to ſettle to whom the loſs of Ane is 
to be. attributed (Lheſe fearleſs men having ſo often anll fo viru- 
lently in the Houſe of Commons differed upon the ſubject. In 
- the-ſaine Houſe of Commons Mr. Burke has boaſted of his cor- 
rpondence with Doctor Franklin, at that time declared by the 
laws of this country to be a traitor and a rebel. It does not there- 
fore appear ſo totally without foundation that Lord North has 
charged the loſs of America to Mr. Burke, and thoſe with whom 
he acted—but whether he is right or wrong in the part he took 
as to America; whether he had grounds or not for taxing Lord 
Rodney with violating the law of nations at St. Euſtatius, or Lord 
Cornwallis with ſacrificing the Loyaliſts in Vighia, we know he 
has been miſerably miſtaken in all his Indian ftatements—Wit-' 
nefs his ſeeing the ghoſts of the Patna magiſtrates hovering over 
the heads of the members in the Houſe of  Commons—menwho: 
- are in health and proſperĩty at this hour: vitneis his lamentations 
for the fate of Almas Ally Cawn and his miſerable fami! 11—32 
man to whem Heaven aud his ſovereign have been very indul- 
gent, and who enjoys at this moment every terreſtrial pleaſure 
that the inhumanity of his parents er his maſters inflicted fiſty 
years ago, will permit him to enjoy: witneſs the ſtories of Su- 
jah Poulab's Begums, their eunuchs, and the two thouſand wo- 
men: witneſs che wars ſet on foot by Mr. Haſtings, and ſunk in 
the ocean with the body of Major Davy; with many other tales 
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| Inſpir d by Haſtings, (4) Coote the ſeaſons bray'd, 


Embark'd his ſuccours, and a kin gdom ſav d. 
ſe) Goddard at his command our ſtandard bore, 
Through lands to England's ſons unknown before z 


While Popham's victories rais'd our country's fame, 
And fix'd, in realms remote, the Britiſh name. 


(4) All parties have agreed in warinly approving the ſpitited 
exertions of Mr, Haſtings on the firſt invaſion of the Carnatic 
His minute upon that occaſion is univerſally allowed to be the firſt 
proſe compoſition in the Engliſh language, and the preſervation of - 
the Britiſh empire in India depended upon Sir 2 Coote's ſafe 
arrival at Madras with money and troops at the moſt dangerous 
ſeaſon of the year, when merchant ſhips ſeldom venture upon the : 


coaſt, 4 


(e) General Coddars marched from Corah to Surat, acroſs the 
Continent of Indoſtan, and fince the concluſion of the peace the 
ſame army returned to Bengal under the command of Colonel 
Charles Morgan, through countries which we had formerly. little 
knowledge of, Colonel Pearce marches at the head of five regi - 
ments of Bengal Sepoys from Calcutta to reinforce Sir Eyre 
Coote's army at Madras: this brave derachment was diſtinguiſh» - ' 


| ed in every action: on the attack of the French lines at Cudda- 


* 


lore, one of the regiments was oppoſed to. a French European re- 
g ment, and much of the ſucceſs of that day is attributed to the 
ſpirited exertions of the Bengal detachment. Colonel Pearce, on 
the concluſion of the peace with Tippoo, marched this detachment 
back to Calcutta, where is was diſbanded in the month of January. 


C J 


The ſued- for peace to Gualior's fall is due, 

And Gualior's capture long was Haſtings' view, 
Hiſtory ſhall tell how clos'd the ſcene of blood, 
When, to a. world oppos'd Britannia ſtood ; 
No conqueſt Gallia claims on India's coaſt, *- 
No ſplendid triumphs can the Belgian boaſt, / { 
(2) For millions waſted, and a navy loſt, 

The keen Maratta, and the fierce Myſore, 

Their league difſolve, and give the conteſt o'er, 


(f) The ſcparate peace with Madajee Scindia was entirely 
owing to the capture of Gualior, and to the ſubſequent opera- 
tions of a detachment formed by Mr. Haſtings for the expreſs 
purpoſe of drawing Scindia from Guzzerat, to the defence of his 


own dominions, and as a certain means of. effeing a general 


Peace. 


(g) The war in India has coſt France at leaſt ſeven millions 
ſterling, and at the cloſe of it we were in poſſeſſion of all. the 
French and Dutch ſettlements on the continent oft India, and 
were beſieging their forces in Cuddalore when intelligence of the 
peace in Burope was received at Madras, Our fleet confifled of 
ſeventeen ſail of the line, in complete repair; the Prench of 
thirteen, many of which could not ſwim to Europe, and the 
whole unfit for further ſervice ; for the very different manner in 
which we cloſed the war in India, when compared with our loſſes 
and misfortunes in the other quarters of the globe, we refer our 
readers to the much admired ſpeeches of the preſent Lord Chan- 
cellor and Lord Walſingham, when Mr. Fox's India Bill was de- 
bated in the Houſe of Lords. 


And 
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And peace reſtor'd, een party owns, tho' Iate, (b) 
That Haſtings' firmneſs has preſerv'd the ſtate. 

Succeeding ages this great truth ſhall know, 
A truth recorded by a generous foe, (z) 


That 


(5) We ean-all remember how much the Direftors were divided 
at one period in their opinion of Mr, Haſtings,. and what fireſs 
Mr. Fox and Mr. Burke invariably laid upon this circumſtance, 
that thirteen directors were of opinion ke ought to be recalled in 
1783, though ten of the fame body, and 428 proprietors, moſt 
ſtrenuouſſy ſupported him, Many of the thirteen who voted his 
recal in 1783, were in the Direction this year, and cordially 
joined their brethren in an unanimous vote of thanks for his longs 
faithful and important fervices—This conduR is not leſs honour- 
able to them than to Mr. Haftings, Mr. Dundas, in the month 
of May 1782, propoſed a reſolution to the laſt Houſe of Com- 


mons for the recal of Mr. Haſtings, but he never upon any ocea- 
fon deſcended to perfonalitics ; on the contrary, he invariab'y 


ſpoke of Mr. Haſtings with reſpect, though he ctroneouſly con- 
ceived that Mr. Haſtings had forfeited the confidence of the na- 


tive Princes of India, and that his recal was neceſſary as a mea- 


fure preparatory to peace: happily for the exiſtence of the Britiſh 
Empire in India, this impolitic vote was reſiſted; peace was con- 
cluded by Mr. Haftings; and Mr. Dundas, the head of the 


Board of Controul, and the Miniſter for India, gave h's full ap- 
probation to a vote of thanks tranſmitted laſt year to Mr. Haſtings, 


(i) Monfieur Law, late Governor of Pondicherry, in a me- 
moir addreſſed to the French miniſter a few vears ago, ſays, „ In 


an evil kour for France the Engliſh Eaſt India Company ap- 
pointed 
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That England's genius, in a luckleſs hour 
For Gallic ſchemes, gave Haſtings ſov'reigu pow'r, 


5KETCHES OF THE CHATACTERS OF THE RIGHT 
HONORABLE CHARLES JAMES rox, AND THE 
/ RIGHT HONORABLE EDMUND BURKE, DELI- 
NEATED IN VERSE. 3 4 


\ 


N Oratione 2 Nd, — \ 
JOHNSON. 


CURST be the man, who in theſe dubious times 
To fordid intereſt proſtitutes his chimes, 

And meanly ſtooping to its baſe controul 

Confines the ſallies of a free born ſoul. 

As curſt be he, whom fear or cenſure moves 

To hide his judgment of the man he loves. 


« pointed Mr. Haſtings Governor of Bengal; and Monſieur: 
Suffrein, in a letter to Mr. Haſtings, relative to his treatment of 
Engliſh priſoners, ſays, that he wiſhes to explain the motives of 
his conduct to one, © of Whem all the world. ſpeaks well ;” and 
ſutely a compliment of this kind was never paid with more juſtice 
to any individual than to Mr, Haſtings.— Throughout India, and 
Europe, the character of no mah is more generally ens. or 
moce univerſally reſpected. 


Say. 


[ 217 J 


Say, fince the tide of Calumny runs high, 

And black'ning tempeſts rend the louring ſky, 

Shall I ignobly linger on the ſtrand, 

Nor dare to puſh my little bark from land; 

But ſhrink with horror from the ſtrife they wage, 

Nor brave the elements contentious rage? 

Say, ſhall the clamors of the fland'ring crew 

Repreſs my feelings, and their warmth ſubdne ? 

Pariſh ſuch thoughts, Be mine with honeſt aim, 

(Not ſeeking profit, and not courting fame, 

No dupe of party, and no flave of pow'r, © 
No fawning minion of the preſent hour,) 

To trace with ſteady, but with cautious hand 

Tuo glorious chieftains of the pMtiot-band, 

T' expoſe them fairly to their country's view, 

And give to merit, what is merit's due: 

Yet, think not meanly with infidious veil, 

I &er will ſtrive their failings to conceal ; | 

No tints of mine ſhall lend their fay'ring aid 

To throw them backward in an artful ſhade, 

But o'er my verſe, fince freeborn names prefide, 

Free be my verſe, and dauntleſs truth my guide. 


As in illuſtrious Coſmo's princely dome, F 
Thy boaſt, oh Florence! and thy envy Rome, 
Th? admiring ftranger ſees in order plac'd, 
The nobleſt monuments of ancient taſte; 
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To ev'ry different object he ſurveys, - 

* He gives the tribute of a general praiſe 
But when at length his eyes enraptur'd view 
That faireſt “ form which ever artiſt drew, 

He fixes there his wonder, juſt no more 
He cenſures all that he had prais'd before, 
And with true tranſport feels his boſom fill, 
Whene'er he views this boaſt of ancient ſkill ; 
Whither he frequent turns his ſtraining fight, 
With freſher wonder, and with new delight. 

a So do thy merits, Fox, tranſcendent riſe, 

4 And from thy rivals gain the glorious prize, 

: Who ſway'd by truth, muſt own thy juſter claim 

. To public favor; und to deathleſs fame.— 


If ſtrongeſt ſenſe to manly vigor join'd, 
Can chain th' attention, and convince the mind? 
If language nervous, eloquent and clear 
The ſoul can captivate, and charm the ear? 
Tf diction (rapid as the torrent's force 
*Whelming the mounds that ſeem to oppoſe its courſe) 
3 Which bows all hearers to its pow'rful will, 
4 Can raiſe our wonder at the ſpeaker's ſkill ? 
If pointed elegance, and clafhe wit 
1 Can gain th' applauſe of thoſe their cenſures hit? 


* The Statue of the Venvs de Medici. 
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If a determiu'd honeſty which ſpurns | 

At plunder'd wealth, and empty titles ſeorns, 
(The conſcious ſoul in virtuous pride erect) 

In times like theſe claims notice and reſpect ? 

If a clear judgment, quick to penetrate 

Thro' all the various movementsof the ſtate ; 

To pierce the veil of ſubtle artifice, _ 

And point where ſafety, end where danger lit, 
Can, when inſpir'd by gen'rous honeſt zeal, 

Exert its influence for the country's weal ? | 
If all theſe &rgh-admiration claim, 1 
And Blended conſtitute a ſpeaker's fame? | 
Then doſt thou, Fox, deſerve that honar*'d name: 
For all theſe qualities in thee unite, 

To form our Champion, wonder and delight ; 
To bleſs whoſe eloquence, we ſee conſpire 

The Roman's beauties, aad the Grecian's fire, 


But yet, alas! th' impartial muſe muſt blame 
Thoſe faults which tarniſh, thy increaſing fame. 
For much ſhe grieves to ſee thee waſte the bloom 
Of life's fair prime, and half thy years Forlfiling 
In Diſſipation's haunts, to ſee ſo ſmall 
Is Reaſon's ſway oppos'd to Paſſion's call; 

That thou, e'en thou, canſt feel no manly ſhame, 
To ſtain the Patriot's with the Gameſter's name. 
Sure not to thee the ſordid arts belong, ar 
That brand with infamy the gaming throng; 

4; | Whoſe 


Thy better reaſon to its pow'r ſubdued, 
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Whoſe midnight orgies in Diſorder's fane 
No force can puniſh, and no laws reſtrain, 
No, 'twas example, in the heat of blood, 


"Twas Faſhion's voice which hurried thee away, 
Whom young and old, the wiſe and fools obey. 
»Twas Faſhion's voice, that check'd the riſiſig ſigh, 
And bade thee each extreme of fortune try. 

Free from her bias, thou had never ſtray'd 

From Virtue's paths to ſeek th- unworthy trade ; 
Not all the wealth of Plutus's golden ſhrine, 
Would give true pleaſure to a mind like thine, 
Rouſe then, O Fox! exert thyſelf, no more 

Let drooping Britain thy diſtreſs deplore ; 

Nor let her penſioned ſons with ſneering pride, 
Inſult thy feelings, and thy want deride, 


Thy talents then ſhail juſter wonder raiſe, 


No more eccentric as the comet's blaze ; 
But with collected Virtue's beaming light, 
Mild as the cheering ſun refreſh the fight. 
Thy rays ſhall then on ev'ry ſide diſpenſe 
Their warm invigorating influence, | 
Make peaceful nature all around thee ſmile, 
And with freſh luſtre reillume this iſle, © 


Free from theſe errors, which his friend diſgrace, 
Burke in the Senate fills no humble place, 
Sg 1 7 'To 


L = 
To form whole wreath, the bays and ivy join, - 
And round his brows their graceful foliage twine. 
On him indulgent Knowledge pour'd her light, 
And her rich chart unfolded to his fight: 
Bade him undaunted dare to quit the ſhore, - . 
And the vaſt depths of literature explore. 
To him kind Fate has granted eu 8e 
The happieſt fancy with the ſtrongeſt ſenſe: 
* On barren ſubjects, oft with ſkill he ſhow'r rs 
Wit's keeneſt ſhafts, and Fancy's choiceſt flow 162 » 
Whoſe potent art, the jaded hearer charms, 
Awakes his feelings, and his ſpleen diſarms. 
So when the trav'ller in the dreary waſte 
Surveys the toilſome tract he juſt has paſt, 
And with inereaſin g languor and diſmay, 
Beholds the length'ning horrors of his way, © 
Should ſome green ſhrub its head beſide him rear, 
The ſight unhop'd his drooping ſoul would chear, 
Suſpend his ſorrows, lull his cares a while, 
And baniſh from Hi neee, che fear of karure coil. 


— 


His ſplendid: 3 bold, e and clear. 
With jarring diſcord: ne'er offends the ear, 


Þ 4), 19 U9 | ail 7 
* Theſe lines particularl; refer to Mr. Burkes' judle-adm' red 
S,ceches on America Taxation, and the Bill of Reform, which 
(unpromiſidg as the ſubjects may be) are perfe& madels of 6*atort- 
cal compoſition, and peculiarly illuſtrate this remark. 
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But aptly choſen with the thoughts accords, 

| And adds to nervous ſenſe the grace of words, 
His copious diction winds thro? banks of flow'rs, 
And its clear ſtream in equal channels pours ; 
Save, when by gen'rous indignation ſwell d. 

In quicker tides we ſee its eourſe impell'd: 

No pow'r can then its mighty rage reſtrain, 2 
Then roar the ſurges, and o'erflow the plain; 
Beneath its force Corruption's minions fall, 
And the vaſt deluge overwhelms them all. 


Proceed, O Burke! the virtuous path purſue, 
And keep thy country's welfare ſtill in view. 
What, though thou canſt not boaſt the royal ſmile 
With place or penſion to reward thy toil; 
os though rom thee thoſe glitt'ring toys are 

far, 
The bluſhing Ribbon, aad the ſplendid Star ; ; 
What, though no titles decorate thy name, 
An upſtart lordling i in the liſts of fame; 
A nobler meed is thine—thy country's love— 
This ſhall to thee the trueſt glory prove. 
This, when thou muſt to Fate reſign thy breath, 
Shall gild with rapture in the hour of death ; 
And life's faint luſtre trembling in thine eye, 
: * tell thy parting ſoul, * thou ſhalt not die; 


Nen omnis moriar. 
| 4% That 
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« That diſtant ages, to thy merits juſt, 
« Will raiſe to thee the laurel-wreathed buſt,” 67 4: 


To that late teſt, where jadgment cannot err, 
Illuſtrious pair, your merits] refer. 
Then, meanter ſtars endlef night, 
The ſun of truth ſhall riſe ſupremely bright, 
Diſpel the miſts of parties noxious rage, 
Illume your names in Glory's faireſt page, 
And bid you ſhine in each ſuceeeding ſtate 
The nobleſt models for the wiſe 2 — W 


T 0 CLARA, 


Co O ME, Clara! as the lilly fair, 
Bluſhing, like the dew-kiſt roſe, 

You gurgling fill, ſhall ſooth your ear, 
And Strephon, ſigh thee to repole ! 


(What, tho' by perſecuting Fate, v3.0 
The charms of luxury's deny'd, 
The empty farce, of ſetvile ſtate, 
And all the purple train of pride :) 
Yet, if with me, you ſeek the plaig, 
With me enjoy the rural cot,  * 
A happy, tho' a humble ſwain, 
« Ye oy and great, 1 ſcorn, your lot 5 


L 
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T O--: CLARA. 


YE gentle gales! propitious blow, 
In pity aid a love-fick ſwain, 


As through fair — ——*s fairy groves you flow, 


Whiſper to Clara” s ear, her Colin's s pain! 


Tell her, O tell her, while ſhe views 
The purling-rill, the proud. caſcade; 
Or now tke ſportive lambkin ſhe purſues ; 
Or charms with melody the liſt'ning glade: 


O gently whiſper to her heart, 
While ſhe diffuſes life around, 

Death aims at-Colin's breaſt his pointed dart; 
And beck'niug ghoſts, hail with celeſtial ſound? 


THE MISANTHROPE. 


No heaps of ſhining gold I crave, 


Nor Faſhion ! wiſh to be thy ſlave! 


To hide my follies, *neath a ſtar, 

Proudly to drive the gilded car, | "Py 
The midnight riot, morning bowl; 
Theſe——no more ſhall charm my ſoul! 


Nor aſk I nymph as frail as fair, 


With pencil'd cheek and wanton air; 


* Whoſe true to me, and half the town 


I ſcorn her ſmiles and ſpurn her frown, 
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Nor do I crave with hounds and horn, 
To gratulate the ruddy morn ; 
Safely for me, the fox may go, 
And meet in ev'ry ſquire a foe. 


With ſcorn I view the Juſtice* chair, 
Judicial brow, and legal ſtare : ; 
Heay'ns ! ſhall the ſimple country lout, 
His freedom loſe for fimpler trout ! 

Or 'cauſe I've hundreds two per year, 
Fine and impriſon, for a hare! = 


Nor do I wiſh *midft piping peace, 
Meekly to march, from þlace to place, 
Arm'd like La Mancha's vet'ran knight, 
—Yet rather us'd to eat, than fight, 
The gilded coat, the fierce cockade, _ 
The ſwelling port and ſanguine red | c 
y heav'ns they often put me mad! 


From the baſe Bailiff, at my door, - 
Up to the proud Lord Chancellor, 
I hate alllawyers and the laws; | 
Heav'ns ! could Lplead in ev'ry cauſe! 
Firſt feel my fee then view my brief; 
—And ſue for Patriot, or for Thief!—- 72 7 


IS of 
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Of ſpirit proud, yet doctrine pure 


Say, can I undertake a cure ? 

With band and apoſtolic air, 

To make the new Jeruſalem clear! 

To give in heav'n, yet rob on carth, 

To tax your burial and your birth, 

To pray you rich, yet keep you poor, 
Ye peaſant train! I can't endure, ; 


Nor dare I, (for at Freedom's name 
My breaſt beats high, my ſoul's on flame, ) 
Aſſume the Patriot's honeſt face, 
And talk of wrongs, yet mean a place ! 


From ſtateſmen and their venal hoſt, 
My boſom ſhrinks, like Banquo's ghoſt : 
To patch a ſhoe, or make @ coat, 
To mend a kettle, or a pot, 
The fooliſh barber, thieviſh ſnip, * 
Need ſev'n long years apprenticeſhip ; 
But, to uphold a finking land, 
Armies to marſhal, fleets command, 
To launch our thunders on the foe 
All theſe ſelf-taught our cn—- do! - 

7 . 

See Sack Ele hide, grown tir d of war, 
His cow ard heart, beneath a ſtar, ' 
See Sand——ch, baſe, deceitful, vain, | l 
Loſe the wide empire of the main, PLE 4 

n 


* 
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And dead to Britain's glories charms, . 
Sunk in a ſtrumpet's venal arms! 


- Unknown to truth, and damn'd to fame, 
What canſt thou N— th from hanour claim? 
Thy country ruin'd and undone, 
When wilt thou public bus'neſs ſhun ? 

Some pious hope, I ſhould ſuppoſe, 

We have ſome iflands yet to loſe ! 


Still may you loſe, with laviſh hand, 
'Till vengeance rouſe a ſleeping land, 
Then ſhall thy hapleſs country boaſt, 
One victim, for an empire loſt. - 


O let me troubled with the ſpleen, 
And tir'd with ſuch a raſcal ſcene, 
O let me ſeek if yet remain, 
* Ungiv'n te France, unclaim'd by Spain, 
Nor yet by Engliſh ſtateſmen loſt,  — 
Some lonly iſle, ſome deſart eoaſt 
Whoſe cliffs, like thee Plinlemmon proud, 
Exclude the noiſy, knaviſh croud; 
There live by Nature's, Reaſon's plan, 
Nor bluſh to be that thing call'd Man! 


* I am not ſore bot 1 may have here. iy imitored a 
line in Dr. Johnſon's London, a Poem. * 
„ 10 
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Of ſpirit proud, yet doctrine pure 
Say, can I undertake a cure? 
With band and apoſtolic air, 
To make the new Jeruſalem clear ! 
To give in heav'n, yet rob on earth, 
To tax your burial and your birth, 


' To pray you rich, yet keep you poor, 


Ye peaſant train! I can't endure, 


Nor dare I, (for at Freedom's name 
My breaſt beats high, my ſouls on flame, ) 
Aſſume the Patriot's honeſt face, 
And talk of wrongs,-yet mean a place ! 


From ſtateſmen and their venal hoſt, 
My boſom ſhrinks, like Banquo's ghoſt : 
To patch a ſhoe, or make a coat, 

To mend a kettle, or a pot, 

The fooliſh barber, thieviſh ſnip,” 

Need ſev'n long years apprenticeſhip; 
But, to uphold a finking land, | 
Armies to marſhal, fleets command, 

To launch our thunders on the foe 
All theſe ſelf-taught e do! 

See Sack —— le hide, grown tir d of war, 
His coward heart, beneath a ſtar, ; 
See Sand——ch, baſe, deceitful, vain, 
Loſe the wide empire of the main, 


* 


And 
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And dead to Britain's glories charms, 
Sunk in a ſtrumpet's venal arms! 


- Unknown to truth, and damn'd to fame, 
What canſt thou N- th from hanour claim? 
Thy country ruin'd and undone, | 
When wilt thou public bus'neſs ſhun ? 
Some pious hope, I ſhould ſuppoſe, 
e have ſome iflands yet to loſe ! 


Still may you loſe, with laviſh hand, 
'Till vengeance rouſe a ſleeping land, 
Then ſhall thy hapleſs country boaſt, 
One victim, for an empire loſt. - 


O let me troubled with the ſpleen, 
And tir'd with ſuch a raſcal ſcene, 
O let me ſeek if yet remain, | 
* Ungiv'n te France, unclaim'd by Spain, 
Nor yet by Engliſh ſtateſmen loſt, BO” 
Some lonly iſle, ſome deſart eoaſt | 
Whoſe cliffs, like thee Plinlemmon proud, 
Exclude the noiſy, knaviſh croud; 
There live by Nature's, Reaſon's plan, 
Nor bluſh to be that thing call'd Man! 


* I am not ſure but I may have here ahjſhitiogly imitered a 


line in Dr. Johnſon's London, a Poem, 
7 
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- WH. FORTUNE 


By &ry muſe invok'd, in ew ry clime, 

Yet conſtant foe, to all the ſons of rhime, 
May I the humbleſt of Apollo's train, 

Thy aid implore ? or dare I once complain? 


But why ſhould tears diſtain poetic eyes, 
Haft thou not giv'n an empire in the ſkies? 
There gods and demi-gods, wait our command, 
Tho? here no lacquey, nor one foot of land] | 


And, what if doom'd, to vide no earthly OY 
(For fo the laws of Pitt and Fate enforce) | 
Let booted coxcombs, round us hum and Buzz; 
We. need no licence to ride Pegaſus, | 


Heav'n- bern he eats no earthly corn and hay, 
1 Or ſtands at livery, at ſo much per day 

'Þ To Pindus top, the winged coürſer flies, 

4 And drinks at Helicon, without _ 


Revels, unte sd. at ev'ry will 25 * 
Where great Apollo is Lord- paramount; 
O could the muſe, like him, unqueſtion'd rove, 
The crouded ſtreet and ſolitary grove, 
While, direr far than ſpectres fancy-ſlain, 


No duns aſſail, nor friendſhip. aſks in vain ! 
Yet 
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Vet if above ſuch pleaſures for us flow, 

Heav'n knows there's fe that we enjoy below—- 
Still curſt the fate of ev'ry rhyming ſcribe, 

For ** ſuff*rance is the badge of all our tribe.“ 


Methinks I fee, by ſome vile peaſant led, _ 
Father of verſe, great Homer, beg his bread ; 
To Mara's fate, if happier hours belong, 
Was it his flatt'ry, or his magic ſong? 


An exile, Ovid pens his wanton page, 
Form'd to debauch, and pleaſe, an eaſy age; 
At Sappho's fate, the loves and graces mourn, . 
Ah! cruel goddeſs f to deny an urn! 


In happier-times,-in Charles's golden reign, 
How oft did Dryden, at thy ſhriue complain? 
Did patriot Milton, ever feel thy ſmile ?- 

(At once the ſhame and glory of our iſle !) 
Beneath thy frown, did witty Butler pant ? 
Savage of ale, and Otway, die of want !. 


And ſtill thy breaſt immortal hatred fires, 
The ſons are hapleſs, as their rhiming ſires; 
Lo! at thy nod they ſeek with eager feet, 
The Bench, the Borough, Newgate or the Fleet; 
Or in that ſacred verge, by heav'n deſign'd, 
(From Armſtrong's hand, a refuge to mankind !) * 
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At the Salopian, ſcore their baſe bohea 
— Till Heav'n and Beauchamp ſet the muſes free? 


But if more bleſt, ſome breathe the common air, 
Is it unmark'd with feorn, unvex'd with care ?. 
Far-fam'd Tokay, adorns the ſtateſman's board, 
Champaigne and *s ſipp'd by ev ry lord; 
The gameſter's glaſs, with ruddy claret flows, 
While the pale cheek, with unknown bluſhes glows! 


But if the muſe, ſhould lady-like, incline, 
In ſpite of taxes, to drink odious wine, 
I'm fore'd, with happier Horace, in my hand, 
To quaff Falernian at a ſecond hand 
And thank the Gods,—to bring the ſtate relief, 
No law has yet tax'd pudding and roaſt-beef: 


Of all our tribe name but one happy man, 


| Envy begone,-I hail thee Sheridan. 


The happieſt fongſter in the muſe's grove 
With Fox's friendſhip bleſt, and Linley's love! 
Yet fame afide, ſum up his mighty gains, 
The hard earn'd profit of his fertile brains: 


Superior wealth, Gallini's purſe conceals, 
And Veſtris owes the double to his heels ! 


. Struck 


; (an 1 
struck with his fate, to write no more I vow, 
And pluck the fancied laurel from my brow; 
Yes, never more two lines of mine ſhall chime, 
Nor one gay period cloſe with ſounding rhime ! 


Youth I refign, and joy and jocund health; 
But grant me fortune! grant me happier wealth ! 
Yet if this bliſs thy partial breaſt would grieve, 
Then with the fond belief, for once deceive ! 


And what, tho' ne'er with rapture I unfold, 
Or plate paternal, or adopted gold, 
What tho” no di'monds with their blaze ſurprize, 
And feebly ſtrive, to rival Emma's eyes, 


Tho? no fly mortgage, on my neighbour's plains, 
Binds them, like Mansfield, faſt in parchment chaine, 
Yet ſhall th? illuſve fancy pleaſe myſelf, 

Happier than Manzers,. with his ill-got pelf. 


Now ſhall St. Clair; my morning levee wait, 
And Df: bold huaters ſtrive to leap my gate, 
From claffic Cam ſhall Denny too attend, 
And if my porter knows a former friend, : 
What ſtorms of Greek, ſhall rattle round our heads 
While once unfeed, the future counſel pleads ! 
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7 ken too, ſhall Faſhion, o'er each act preſide; 
Carter ſhall tell me with what grace I ride, | 
Queenſborough ſhall languiſh at my charming taſte, 
And gay St. James's, echo ev'ry zeſt; + 
Peers who but nod, ſhall then moſt humbly bow, 
And Biſhops buſs,—what- will not money do? 


Once ſmit with glory and a thirſt for fame, 
I fondly ſtrove to gain a Soldier's claim ; 
Vain were my hopes and vainly ſpent my toil, 
. Pll-paid, with Townſ—— d's joke and Con—y's 
ſmile, 
Now ſhall each chief, with envy view my lot, 
And curſe the day ſuch merit was forgot! 


See—ev'ry muſe; low at my chariot bends, 
And ſage Reviewers ſtoop to be my friends; 
While I ſhall ſcorn ſuch low and vulgar things, 
And only talk of Courtiers and of Kings! 


Then make me, goddeſs! - but without their crimes, 
Rich as the Nabobs of theſe honeſt times; 
Like them what honours ſhall-around me thrive ! 

A Knight like Rumbold; or a Lord like Clive ! 
The glitt'ring ſtar, ſhall proudly ſtand confeſt; 
And venal ribbons, bluſh upon my breaſt ! 


But 
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But O ! if plac d beyond thy fickle pow'r, 
1 ſold my country, in ſome luckleſs hour; 
If baſe ambition could my mind miſguide, 
The love of title, or the pomp of pride; 
If I could bid afpiring vice to riſe , 
Or turn away, from humble worth mine eyes. 
Could falſe to all my proferr'd friendſhips prove, 
Or traitòr turn to the dear maid I love, 
Goddeſs! to me continue ever blind, 
Nor let thy baſe- born gifts corrupt my mind; | 
| Rather let me thy ſiſter pale behold, | 
And till as now, but only dream of gold 15 


8 


14 


THE PEASANT OF AUBURN ;* Or, THE EMICGRANT«.. 
A POEM, INSCRIBED TO THE EARL OP CAR 
LISLE, BY r. COOMBE, D. Ds 


« The hor and fimple Annals of the Poor,” 
GRAYs 


Dark was the ſky, and fatal was the morn, 

When firſt from AuBvrN's vale I roam'd forlorn, | 
The neighbouring ſwains came penfive o'er the lea, 
And parting breath'd their laſt kind prayers for me. 


It is. almoſt ſuperfluous to inform the reader that the hint of 
, {his little poem is taken from Dr. Goldſmith's Deſerted Village. 


Ah! 


. 
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Ak! gentle ſouls, your prayers for me how vain, 
The man of forrow, penury, and pain. 


Thus Eowiw mourn'd, pale, melancholy, flow, 
Where wild Or10's ſounding waters flow. 
The ſun ſet low'ring on the plaints he made, 
And ſavage howling doubly gloom'd the ſhades 


Q Thoy, in- a toils with glory tried, 
Whoſe high - born honours are thy humbleſt pride, 
Whoſe private worth, in Fame's proud fane enroll'd, 
Time ſhall emblaze in characters of gold; 
Illuſtrious Hows Þ ! ſhield th“ unpoliſh'd lays 
Which twine this cypreſs wreath around thy bays, 
And whilſt thy breaſt matures each patriot plan 
That gladdens life, and man endears to man, 
Hear what big woes the village group befel, 
By Auzur x's-penfive bard foretold too well. 


Night o'er the ſcene her duſky horrors drew, 
The ſtars burn'd dim, the rapid whirlwind flew ; 
E' en the lone cot denied its cheering ray, 

As o'er the wild the wanderer urg'd his way, 

No more the birds prolong'd their ſoothing ſtrain, 
No more the landſcape ſtole a pang from pain; 
In every buſn deſtruction ſeem'd to hide, 

And haarſe beneath him foam'd the ſullen tide. 


Amid 
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Amidſt uncoffin'd bones, as thus he paſs'd, 
Where many a gallant Briton breath'd his laſt, “ 
From diſtant hills ſtrange fires began to glow, 
That mark'd the ravage of the barbarous foe. 
The ſcene, the hour, renew'd the trickling tear, 
When thus, with mingled grouns, the mournful ſeer,. - 


God of my life ! proted me as I tray, - 
Where panthers prowl, and murderous men bx. 


Once 1 was bleſt beyond the mae bot: 
In humble neatneſs roſe my little cot. 
I ſaw my whitening fleece the down. adorn, 
I ſaw my valley wave with golden corn, 
I ſaw my duteous children round me bloom, 

Nor envied Pride its palace and its, plume, 
Pleas'd with what heaven had lent, and far from ſtrife, 
Calm, unreprov'd, I walk'd the vale of life. 

But vain the bumbleſt hope the poor can form, 
When fierce Oppreſſion wings th* unfeeling ſtorm. 
Nor peace, nor love, nor merit's modeſt woe, 

Can or avert, or mitigate the blow. > 

Alas ! regardleſs of the fuppliant train, 

The tyraat lord uſurps the whole domain. 


® This part of Americs was the feene of Braddock's defeats 
nme 


Ne'er did I waſte my hours in loiteringeaſe ; 
Ne'er did the bleſſings prompt a wiſh to ſtray, - 
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The peaſant's glebe, his garden's decent bound, 
The ſhade he rear'd, the lane with ae: 

-crown'd, 
All, all muſt yield, as wills imperious pride, 
And e'en the ftraw-thatch'd cottage is denied. 
Hence, at this hour, by deſperate ſorrow led, 
A baniſh'd man, I roam the world for bread. 


Yet witneſs heaven, tho' ſuch thy chang'd decrees, 


Health nery'd my limbs, and virtue bleſs'd wy my 

Conſtant at dawn to hardy toils I roſe, :- 

Bray'd the bleak winds; and deſolating ſnows ; + 

Whilſt ſweet Contentment lent her magic power, 

Soften'd the gale, .-nd warm'd the frozen ſhower, . 

Still-ſad*Remembrance fondly calls to view” * 

The field where once the branching: poplar grew. 

"Twas there, wr ow ſprin g e * r 5 
toit, 2 2 a 

My e furrow tars's the md ſoil; 

There, with my fickle; thro* long ſammer days, 

I work'd, regardleſs of the noontide blaze; 

And there the labouring band, as leiſure ſway'd, 


The bongh-crown'd reaper, and the village maid, 


Led up their ſports along the bordering green, 


Whilſt age look'd on, and bleſs'd the harmleſs ſcene, 


Such 


* 1 
duch were my toils, in days too bright to laſt, 
Such joys were mine, but all thoſe joys are paſt ! 


Mean tho” I was, and circled too with care, 
Yet, bleſt with little, I had till to ſpare. 
No neighbour's ſorrows but aſſail'd my breaſt; 
No poorer brother left my door unbleſt. 
To all my mite, to ſome, more ſingly dear, 
I gave the tender tribute of 4 tear. 
Oft times, returning from the taſk of day, 
I hail'd the weary tray'ller on his way, 
Remark'd the hòͤur of reſt was nearly come, 
And preſs'd the ſtranger to-my ſocial home. 
Heedleſs of future ills, the playful train, 
To meet their ſire, came thouting o'er the plain, 
With eager joy their little news convey d, 
Or round the green their mimic dance diſplay'd. 
perhaps, ſome neighbouring ſwain of genial ſoul 
Would lift the latch, and join our ſober bowl; 
And, whilſt his ſoothing tales engag'd the gueſt, 
Of lighted love, or modeſt worth diftreſt, 
Whate'er our dairy, or our fields afford, 
In frugal plenty ſmil'd upon the board, - 
Bleſt ſocial home! and ye dear diſtant bowers ! 
Seenes of my youth, and all my bliſsful hours, 
Where'er by fortune's hand neglected thrown, 
This heart, this faithful heart, is all your ary 
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Fond Filial Duty round my boſom clung. - 
Firm for their Jakes, along the ſurf-beat ſtrand, 
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Een now, weak nature, rous'd to keener pain, 


Dwells on your charms, and bloods" in every vein, 


Good at what anguiſh wrung this ed 
heart, 
When the rough boatſwain gave the word to- warts 
Then firſt the tear, at Nature's bidding, fell, 
As bleeding Friendſhip preſs'd its long farewel, 
Pale on mine arm Connubial Mildneſs hung, 


- 


And whiſpering peace, I led the weeping band; 


Deceiv'd their thoughts from Avzurn's much-lov'd 


”*. om, 6 


And talk'd of happier ſeats beyond the main. 


Poor aged man! ſince that eventful day, 
Deſpair and terror mar'd thee for their prey. 
War, ſickneſs, famine, burſting on thine head, . 
Mock thy vain toils, and weigh thee to the dead. 


Ah me! the words our pious Preacher ſpoke, 
When firſt to him my mournful mind I broke, 
« Epwin,” he faid, with looks of kind diſmay, 


«© Earth's meteor hopes but glitter to betray. 


Thou canſbnot fly from God's all-chaſt'ning hand, 
„ Storms ſweep the ocean, diſcord blaſts the land. 
© No change of climate can reverſe our doom, 
Life's various roads all center in the tomb.“ 


Thus 


n 
Thus the meek ſage my raſh reſolve repreſt, 
Whilſt tears of pity bath'd his hoary breaſt, 

Oh! had I liſten'd to his wiſe alarms, 
Then had I died at home in Friendfliip's arms. 


Twelve tedious weeks we N the wintry 

main, | 

And hop'd the port, but hop'd alas in vain, 

Till left of heaven, and preſs'd for daily bread, 

Each gaz'd at each, and hung the fickly head. 

Two little ſons, my hope, my humble pride, 

Too weak to combat, languiſh'd, waild, and died. 

Stretch'd on the deck the breathleſs cherbus lay, 

As buds put forth in April's ſtormy day. 

Not Emma's ſelf remain'd my woes to cheer, 

Borne with her babes upon a watery bier. 

Five days ſhe ſtruggled with the feyer's fire, 

The ſixth ſad morn beheld my ſaint. expire. 

Theſe trembling lips ber lips eonvulſiye preſt, 

Theſe trembling hands ſuſtain'd her ſinking breaſt ; 

Theſe trembling hands diſcharg'd each, nn 

| rite, 

Sooth'd her laſt pang, and ſeal'd her b ght. 

To the ſame deep their dear remains were given, 

Their mingled ſpirits wiug'd their flight to heaven. 


one only daughter, in life's vernal pride, 
Surviv'd the wreck that whelm'd my all beſide. 
Snatch d 
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Snatch'd from the peace of death, and loathing day, 


On bleak Henlopen's coaſt the mourner lay. 


Theſe aged arms her languid body bore . 
Through the rude breakers to that ruder ſhore, 
Mercy, ſweet heaven! and did the pitying ſtorm 
Spare but for deeper ills that angel form! 

Bleſt had we ſunk unheeded in the wave, - 
And mine and Lucy's been one common grave. 
But I am loſt, a worn- out, ruin'd man, 

And flends 2 what —_ began. 


Much had I heard, from men unus'd to feign, 
Of this New World, and Freedom's gentle reign. 
Twas fam'd that here, by no proud maſter ſpurn'd, 
The poor man ate ſecure the bread he earn'd; 

That verdant vales were fed by brighter ſtreams 
Than my own Medway, or the filver Thames; 
Fields without bounds ſpontaneous fruitage bore, 


And peace and virtue bleſs'd the favour'd ſhore. 


Such were the hopes which once beguil'd my care, 
Hopes forin'd in dreams, and baſeleſs as the air. 


Is this, O dire reverſe, is this the land, 
WhereNature ſway'd,and peaceful Worthies plann'd ! 
Where injur'd Freedom, through the world impell'd, 
Her hallow'd ſeat, h er laſt aſylum held! 

Ye glittering towns that crown th' Atlantic deep, 
Witneſs the change, andas ye witneſs weep. 
= | Moura 
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Mourn all ye ſtreams, and all ye fields deplore 
Your laughter c ſons, your verdure ſtain'd with gore. 


Time was, bleſt time, to weeping thouſands dear, 
When all that poets picture flouriſh'd here. 
Then War was not, Religion ſmil'd and ſpread, 
Arts, Manners, Learning rear'd their poliſh'd head; 
Commerce, her ſails to every breeze unfurl d. 
Pour'd on their caſts the treaſures of the world. 
Paſt are thoſe halcyon days. The very land 
Droops a weak mourner, wither'd ahd unmann'd. 
Brothers againſt brothers riſe in vengeful ſtriſe, 
The parent's weapon drinks the children's life; 
Sons, leagued. with foes, — their impious 


ſword, 


And gore the nurturing props they late ador'd. 


* 


How vain Fen ſearch to find dome lowly bower, 
Far from thoſe ſcenes of death, this rage for power; 
Some quiet ſpot, conceaPd from every eye, 

In which to pauſe from woe, and calmly die. 

No ſuch retreat theſe boundleſs ſhades embrace, 

But man with beaſt divides the bloody chace. 
What tho? ſome cottage riſe amid the gloom, 

In vain.its paſtures ſpring, its orchards bloom; | 
Far, far away the wretched owners roam, 3 
Exiles like me, the world their only home. | 


Here, 
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Here, as I trace my meluneholy way, 
The prowling InDr a* friuffs.his wonted prey. 
Ha—ſhould I meet him in his duſky round —- 
Late in theſe woods I heard his murderous ſound— 
$till the deep war-whoop vibrates on mine ear, 
And ſtill I hear his tread, or ſeem to hear. 
Hark, the leaves ruſtle ! what a ſhriek was there! 
Tis he! 'tis he? his triumphs rend the air. 
Hold, coward heart, 1'll anſwer to the yell, 
And chace the murderer to his gory cell. 
Savage l—but oh! I rave—o'er yonder wild, 
E'en at this hour he drives my only child; 
She, the dear ſource and ſoother of my pain, 
My tender daughter, drags the captive chain, 


Ah my poor Luer! in whoſe face, whoſe breaſt, 
My long-loſt Emma Iv'd again confeſt, 
Thus robb'd of thee, and every comfort fled, 
Soon ſhall the turf infold this wearied head ; 
Soon ſhall my ſpirit reach that peaceful ſhore, 
Where bleeding friends unite, to part no more. 
Then ſhall T ceaſe to rue the fatal morn 
When firſt from Auzvuzn's vale I roam'd forlorn. 


lie ſpoke—and frantic with the ſad review, 
Prone on the ſhore his tottering limbs he threw. 
Life crimſon ſtrings were burſting round his heart, 
And his tora ſoul was throbbing to depart ; 
| 1 No 
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No pitying friend, no meck · ey d ſtranger near 


To tend his throes, or calm them with a tear. 

Angels of grace, your golden pinions ſpread,. 

Temper the winds, and ſhield his houſeleſs head, 

Let no rude ſounds diſturb life's awful cloſe, 

And guard his relicks from inhuman foes. . 

O hafte, and waft him to thoſe radiant plains, 

Where fiends torment no more, and ove eternal | 
reigns, 


ON THROWING BY AN OLD BLACK COAT, © 
BY THE SAME, 


OLD friend, farewel, with whom full many a day, 
In varied mirth and grief, hath rolPd away. 

No- more thy form retains its ſable dye, 

But, like grey beauty, palls upon the eye : 

Yet ſhall the grateful muſe her offering pay, 

Torn tho? thou art, and haſt'ning to decay. 

"Tis hers the old coat's ſnecring foes to face, 

Recall its worth, and dignify diſgrace. 


Health to the man, unmov'd by vulgar ends, 
Who, rais'd himſelf, forgets not antient friends. 
Such Pavr wer't thou, who, midft a venal age, 
Plac'd high thy cloke in truth's immortal page; 

I n «4 


- 


| 
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There ſcreen'd from moths, the hallow'd gar ſhall 


ſtand, x 
From. Taons brought by paſtoral . 


das. wrapt ſecure within thy woollen folds, | 
I brav'd the ſummer rains, the winter colds, 8 
Fearleſs of coughs, catarrhs, which Eurus brings, 
Or dark November on his vapoury wings, 
| Whiſlling a tune, like Cymon in the ſong, 


-  'Thro' filthy ſtreets and lanes I trudg'd along, 


Nor heeded aught the hackney driver's ery, 
Tho? © coach you honouc” ſounded to the ky, 


And ſhall the muſe to beaux and belles pretend, 
In better days, I fondly call'd thee friend; 

That, ſcreen'd by thee, thro? various toils I paſt, 
Enyoy'd the preſent hour, and hop'd the laſt ; 

Vet now, when time hath blanch'd thy reverend hue, 
Sell thee a ſlave to yonder hoarſe-mouth'd Jew ! , 
Forbid it gratitude, forbid it ſhame, 

That were a deed would blacken CLopio's name. 


Thou poor old man, whoſe brow is fireak'd with 
care, 
Stretch'd on the clay-cold earth, thy boſom bare, 


Had 1 but half that Cx.0010's ſhining ſtore, . 

Thy breaſt ſhould heave with miſery no more. 

Vet take the ſcanty pittance I beſtow, 1 

This coat ſhall ſhield thee * the drifting ſnow. 
But 
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But ere we part, \ indulge the moral lay, 
Hear it ye fools who flutter life away; 
Vain are the propd man's plumes, the rich man 's bags, 
Mx turn to duſt, as BRAD or turns to rags, 


TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 
5 A PASSAGE IN ST, MATTHEW» 


5 BY THE SAME, 


BEHOLD the Lrz v's ſilken veſt, 
How finely wove in nature's loom ! 
No King, in ermin'd ſplendour dreſt, 
Can match its richneſs or perfume. m_ ? 


— 


Yet void of art-or toil it grows, 
Looks bright, and lives its tranſient hour; 
Then man forego thy earth-born woes, 
The hand that made preſerves the flower, 


And ſee! in tracts of deſart air, 
The feather'd people wildly roam 
God makes their little wants his care, , 
Hears their weak cry, and ras: their home. 


— 


If thus he clothes the lily race, 2 
That bud and bloſſom but to die; 

If thus from heav'n, his lofty place, A. 
He heeds the humbleſt things that fly3 * 
Vor, II. 5 __ "Shal 
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Shall faithleſs man, to fears a prey, 
In dark deſpondence waſte his hours 3 
un love's exhauſtleſs ſource decay, ». 
Or are we leſs than Bizbs or FLowess! 
| of | 
BILLY PITT AND THE FARMER, 


" BY CAPTAIN MORRIS. - 


: 4, 
Srr down neighbours all, and = tell a merry 
1 ſtory; | 
About a Britiſh farmer, and BILLY Prrr the 
| Tory: 


I had it piping hot from Ebenezer Barber, 
Who failed right from England, and lies 1 in Boſton 
harbour, 
Bow, wow, wow; Fal, lal, de, addy, addy ; 
| bow, wow, wow. 


" II, 
This Billy he is call'd the nation's prime ruler, 
Tho? he be but a puppet that's hung out to fool her; 
His name is a paſſport to get in old ſinners, 
And he deals the cards that the knaves may be 
od winners. : 
Low, wow, wow. 


III. Now 


| L 4 ) 
4 ! m. 


Now it hap't to the country he went for a bleſſi 2 
And from his State Dad to get a new leſſon, 
He went to Daddy Jenky by Trimmer Hal attended, 
In ſuch good company, go lack! how his morais 

muſt be mended, 8 
Bow, wow, wow. ' 


| IV. | ' ba 


This Harry was always a ſtaunch friend to! 
His bowels are warm for they yearn for Indoftan, 
If I had him in our townihip, I'd feather him and 

tar him, | 
With forty lacking one too I'd lame him and Td 4 
him. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


v. | be Wo | 

With his ſkin full of wine and his head full of ſtate - 
tricks, nn 9 * | 

9 

Sham reforms, commutations, and the Feſt of his -i# 
: late tricks, 4 _ * 
He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather, , «. @' | 


And both as druuk as pipers they” knock'd their 
heads together. 
Bow, * Wow. 
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VI. 


7 e ſo it fell out that this pair were benighted, 
And drove out of the road, ſo the Stateſmen 8 
And to, get in again away ſcrambled they, Sir, 
To find the back road to the ig: 8 highway, Sir, 
Bow, wow, wowee * BP 

; ; F A * 


| wh | VII, > "& 
. Long loſt in the dark were theſe lights of the 
nation, 5 
Ane bled at laſt to a ſmall habitation, 
To which they march'd up, while the fowls i in con- 
fuſion, 
4 . lives were aim'd at by this bold intrus 


ſion. 


— 


VIII. 


The dogs bark'd, ducks e, and ſore Billy 
baited, - | 
. The wife ſhe cried out we be all Wien 
Then ſtraitway ſhe ſnatch'd up the veſſel ſhe p- t in 
&. To pour cn the head of this daring Ft Philiſtine, 
Bow, wow, Wo Ww. N 
- * IX. N 
The huſband awak'd by her rage and, her foream- 
$5; ing, 


And r ſuppoſing * ife N 20 be dreaming, 
To 


* 


—ͤ — — 
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To make matters ſhort ſnatch'd his gun in a fury, 

And cried, ſons of Belial, Vve got what will cure * 
1 wow, Wow. - ; 


, p , 
| Then Billy began for to make an oration, 
Az oft he had doll@#to bamboozte:the nation; 
But Hödge cried begone, or Ill crack thy young 5 f 
- crowp#for't ; | 2 
Thou belong'ſt to a rare gang of rogues Pl be bound _. | 
fox't. * : 
Bow, wow, wow. | "ITT" 


XI, | " 4 
Now Hodge, quoth the wife, don't you a by, 
loud bantering, 

For certain he has under his coat a dark lanthorn £ 
Shut the gate of the court, if he once gets within it, 
He'll whip up our back * TI be . in a 
minute. | 
n. WOW, wow. 


XI. * 


332 , 
Don't you, hear bow the bra ene. nom LY 
pret ah, 

He crept up ark but for virttious ends, man 
He ſays he's our friend, but it r ſuch a — 

| man, 
The impudent dog would fay ſo to the King man 

Bow, wow, wow. 


M 3. un Then 
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Then Billy perceiving the wife in a * 
And knowin g his deeds would not ſtand 1 od 
jury, 
Found the ſpirit of Jenky a dangerous . 
And roar'd out to Harry to ſpeak for the 2 
Bow, wow, wow. 


XIV. 
Then Harry ſtept up, but Hodge ſhrewdly ſup- 
poſing, | 
His part was to ſteal whilſt the other was poſing, 
Let fly at poor Billy and ſhot through ple lac'd 
-*- moat s 
Oh what pity it was that it -did not hit bis waiſt 
: , coat! N 
Bow, wow, wow, 


xv. 


solid men of Boſton make no long orations, 
Solid men of Boſſon baniſh ſtron g potations, 
Solid men of Boſtis go to bed at ſyn do 
And never loſe your way like ggerheads of 
London. 3 1 
> Bow, wow, wow. 5 


on 


„„ 1 


A NEW IRISH SONG, 


INTITLED AND CALLED THE TREATY OF con- 


unser 


* 


25 the Tune of —** Balhnononirs: ” 

1 a 

. BY THe SAME, | 
'TROTH Mr. Fobn Bull, y'are a pretty Milch Cow / 
Oh! what do you think of us Volunteers now? 
Sure I told you, the work we kick'd up in the ſtate, 
Before it was finiſh'd, wou'd all be complate. 
With my Bailynamoniora, Ballynamoniora, Ballyna mon ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me. 


Toth Ifaid now laſt year, if you'd call it to Wy | 


What we left you before we wou'd not lave Bebina, 
And was'nt I right now, by hook or by crook ? 
For all that we . you, is all that «ve took, 


Batynamoniora, &e. &c. 
But 'twas deadly good natur'd i you to lay down, 


With the wrongs of our trade, all the * of your 


own, 
"Twas a mighty home ſtroke of magnanimous pride, 
To brake your own acts for the thorn in our Aide. 


Balhnamoniora, &c. &c. 


— 


Mg Oh! 


p 7 
_— 


2 


+ 14961. 

| Oh © like fools, we deſpair'd that our terms wou'd 

go down, 

Or ſuch ſharp Propoſitions be ſweet to the Crown; 

Then how plaſing to ſee your proud ſtomacks ſo 
4 fall, : 

When we'd thrown em ” fr! that you i fvallowed them 

all, 


Ballynomontora, &c. &c, 


Sure I hard Mafter Orde now relate in his place, 

All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace; 

Jaſus ! how we all ſtar'd, white he empty'd his 
ſconce, 

To find — a big bag of bleſlings at once, 

Ballynomoniora, &c. &c. 


Oh the brave Britiſh im ſubject? his looks were ſo ſweet! 
When he lay'd down Io caſe and your trace at 
| our feet; 

And the comments he made too, the wiſe little elf? 
To fhew us that Britain's no friend to herſelf. 


„ Balhynomoniora, &c. &c. 


Troth, it plagd Him, he ſaid, cou d '2 Briton ſay 
| more ? 


That . the _ country wou'd ift to our 
more, ; 


3 
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a that Britain's diſaſters had ſunk her ſo lo,, 
The good tidiugs he brought us would fol the 
blow. * 


. 


3 &*. &con 
Then he ſaid, 'twas contriv'd too by part of the 


gift. 


That without Iriſh 8 can't make a ſhift ; 
T'roth now Ladies and that's @ good meaſure for 
vou, 

When the ln comes over the ae come too. 


N . dec. N „ 


Now, we took it moſt kind; that your ruler of kite, 
Who they ſay has no parts, but thepartsia his pate, 
$hou'd for female comm1dities open a door, 

And me poly. he great triſh fapie come o'er. 


9 PE 6. . Rathnameniors, dc. de. 
*Twou'd have bater' my head now, the words he . 
let fal, 


When ye gave bay much, ye cb, 
But in Dublin I hard his inter wear, 


That nothing in England means every thing here, 
Balhnamonioray &c. 0 


But your Miniſter ſays,” now we've got all we can, 
The two ſtates muſt be join d on a permanent plan; +» * 


M 5 i I yy.s 
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By my ſoul he's a Joiner of notable caſt . 

$4 | Who loofens all ties now, to join us more faſt. 

8. ©5% | | Balhnamoniora, &c, &c, 


NS 4 
And he ſays when all duties and drawbacks are 
paid, > 4 
That the navy will want what we make by our 
g trade; 
Troth ſhe will, want it all, now he's right on that 
ſcore, 
And ſhe'll want, God help her, for ever and mores 
, BP, &c. &c. 


r ode _—_ Sb Ef” 


— —_— 
* 
a Oo 


ws 
_ 


If you wiſh now to know how our Cards we have 


r 


—_ « 
5 | 1 we took up eur Clubs, and we threw down our 
7 Sade; 


So ye dealt us all Trunps now, for that why ting, 
And d Pam became civil as well as the King, 


= * With my Balhnamoniora, Ballynamotiora, Balhnamoniora, 
| The * 1 a * me. 


— 


BILLY's 


- * 
— ̃ iꝓim . -wCwm, 
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un v' TOO YOUNG TO DRIVE US. 


BY THE SAME. 


TF life's a rough journey, as moraliſts tell, 
Engliſhmen ſure make the beſt on't, 
On this ſpot of earth they bade liberty dwell, 
Wbilſt ſlavery holds all the reſt on't. 
They thought the beſt ſolace for labour and care, 
Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir, 
But this thought, tho? a curſe that no Want car 
bear, | 
Is the bleſſing of you and of me, Sir. N 
Chor. Then while thro' this whirl-about j journey we 
reel, | 
We'll keep ungbus'd the beſt bloſſings: we e feel, 
And watch every turn of this politic wheel, 
For Billy's too young to drive us. 


The carr of Dritannis, we all muſt allow, 
Is ready to crack with its load, Sir; 

But wanting the hand of experience, muſt now 
Moſt ſurely break dowa on the road, Sir, 


M 6 | Then 


- 


— —— — = i — — - 
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Then muſt we poor paſſengers quickly await 
To be cruſh'd by this miſchevous ſpark, Sir ; 
Who drives a damn'd job in the carriage of ſtate, 
And got up like a thief in the dark, Sir. 


Cho. Then while, &c. 


They ſay that his judgment is mellow nd pure, 
And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir; 
J believe from my ſoul, he's a 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir, 
For all that he boaſts of, what is it in truth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir, 
He” s the vices of age for the follies of youth, 
And a damn'd deal of cunning beſide, Sir, 
Cho. Then while, &c. 


The ſquires, whoſe reaſon neꝰer reaches a ſpan, 
Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir; 
And cry, *tis a crime not to vote for a man, 
Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir. 
Butt pray, let me aſk, had hs virtues prevail'd, 
What foul would to Heaven come near, Sir? 
Not one, for the whole generation had fail'd, 
And God's creatures had nov been here, Sir. 
Cho. Then while, cs. | | 


They 


5. 


— 
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They day he's a pretty good giſt of the yay. 


And was taught by his Dad on a ſtopl, Sir # 


But the? at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 
In the ſtate he's a bit of à tool, Sir, 

For Billy's pure love for his country was mch, 
He agreed to become a cat's paw, Sir; 


And fits at the helm, while tis turn'd by the 


touch 4 
Of a reprobate fiend of the law, Sir, 


Cho, Then while, &c, 


Tho” reaſon united a N=— and a F-—, 
The world of the junction complajn, Sir; 
But what's that to his, who joined, with a pox, 
To the cabinet pimp of the Thane, Sir ? - 
Who ſold it to a high-flying Jacobite gang, 
The credit of C——— *s great name, Sir, 
That pleas'd, they might hear the W Puppet 
harangue, 
While plays the old game, Sir. 
Cho. Then while, &c, 


They ſay his fine parts are a mighty good prop. 


To pufh up Britannia's affairs, Sir; 


But we all of us know, thongh he fands at her 


top, 
Her bottom mult die in deſpair, Sir, 


* 


- 


* Pg 


- 
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Then with freedom who on a fair bottom would 
tread, 
| Here's a toaſt that 1 am ſure muſt Wenk Sir; 
„ BRITANNIA, and may he ne'er ſtand at t her 
HEAD, 


Who never can tand at her Tay L. Sir.“ 
* Then __ &c. 


— 


\ \ 


BY THE SAME. 1 


* 


T HO Baccavs may boaſt of his care- killing 
bowl, 0 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight; 


Such worſhip, alas ! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
| When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow : 

But, to Fancy that feeds on the charm of the fair, 
The death of RefteRion's the birth of all Woe. 


What foul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 


With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senfibility's ſhrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Baecavs's tun. 


The 


% 1: © 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heart, 
To few is imparted, to millions deny'd; 
Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And Fools jeſt at that, for which Saget have * ; 


Each change and exceſs hath e life been my 
doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy — its ſtrife; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe through the gleam, 
But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our 
life, 


Come then, roſy Views, * ſpread o'er my fight, 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ! 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And * from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl, 


Then deep will I drink of the EF divine, | 
Nor e er jolly God, from thy banquet remove, 
But, each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the vine 


That's mellow 'd by Friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by 


Love. 


— 
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TO WILLIAM PARSONS, B80. 
BY MRS. 10221. 


Writ Venus inſpires, and ſuch verſes you eg. | 
As Prior might envy and praiſe ; as if, 
While Merry can mount on the eagle's wide — 

a Or melt in the nightingale's lays; 

Da the beautiful banks of this claſkcal wen 
While Bertie can careleſaly Fort; - 

Dividing his hours and varying his theme 
With Philplophy, F riehdhip, and Love * 


m vain dle boanties of nature or ars 
To rouſe my tranquility tried: 54 
Too often, ſaid I, has this ann heart 
For the charms of celebrity fightd : 
Now ſooth'd by ſoft muſic% ſeducing delights,. 
With reciprocal tenderneſs bleft, 
No more will. I pant for poetical lights, 
Dr let vanity rob me of reſt. ; 


»The Slave and the Wreſtlers, what are they to me ! 
From plots and contention remov'd ; N 
+ And Job with Kill leſs ſatis faction I ſee, 
When I think on the pains 1 haye prov'd.. 
4 | 
. ® Two celebratedpieces of mas] in the Tribuna. 
+ The fine picture of Job in the: ſame place, by Bartolomeo 
della Porta. * 


P 
—_— Bec” ew @ 
- 


þ 
; 
1 
* 
! 


ö 
81 
3 
3; 
* * . 
* N 
57 
+ 
47 
. . 
J 4 
» 
* j 
" (1 
2 0 
4+} N 
: j 
* " 
L 
* 
I 
1 
. 
; 4 
_ 
4 


% 


1. 7 
It was thus that I thought in oblivion to drown 
Each- thought from-remembrance that flows z 
Thus fancy was ſtagnant, I honeſtly own, 
But I call'd that ſtagnation repoſe. 


Now wak'd by my countryman's voice once again 
To enjoyment of pleaſures long paſt, | 
Her powers elaſtic the ſoul fhall regain, 
And recal her original taſte z 
Like the loadſtone which long lay; conceal'd in the 
3 earth % 13 | „ 
Among metals that glitter'd ard und. 
Inactive her talents, and only call'd forth 
When the ore correſpondent was found. 


TO MRS. PIOZZ1, IN REPLY, 


WRITTEN ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF HER 
WEBDING, JULY 25, 1785, 8 


*"T Ho! © footh'd by foft muſic's ſeducing delights, - 
« And bleſs'd with reciprocal love,” 

Theſe cannot impede your poetical flights, 

For fill friends to the Muſes they proves 
Then fitting ſo gaily your table around, 
Let us all with glad ſympathy view 

What Joys in this fortunate union abound, 

This union of wit and virtk ! 


1 
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May the day which now ſees you ſo mutually bleſt 

In full confidence, love, and eſteem, 

| . Still return with increaſe of delight to your breaſt, 

1 And be Hymen your favourite theme: 

» Nor fear that your fertile ſtrong genius can fail; 
All thoughts of ftaghation'Giſpel : 

- The fame which ſo long has attended a Tbrale, 

A Piozzi alone can excel! 


4 


DE. As the ore mut for ever obedient N 
By the laaddone attracted along, | 
K So in England you drew all the Poets around | 
bs. - By the magical force of your ſong:  __ 
ue ſame power on Arno's fair fide you retain, £ 
r Your talents with wonder we ſee; ST 
„ | And we hope from your converſe. thoſe talents to 
| | | | gain, N 
5 | , like magnets—in ſmaller 8 
| | | W. P. 


IMITATION OF A SONNET ON AN AIR BALLOON, 
FROM THE ITALIAN OF FARIN. 


_ 


| \ 
BY MRS. 1021. 


* IN empty ſpace behold me hurl'd, 

= ' "The ſport and wonder of the world, 

1] Wo eager gaze while I aſpire, 

Expanded with aerial fire, 5 


And 


1 
And finee Man's ſelfiſh race demands 
More empire than the ſeas or lands; 
For him my courage mounts the ſkies, 
| Invoking Nature whilſt I riſe, 


Mother of all! if thus refin'd, 
My flights can benefit mankind, 

Let them by me new realms prepare, 5 
And take poſſeſſion of the air. 


WG „ * 

But if to ills alone I lead, 
Quickly, oh quick let me recede; 
Or blaze a ſplendid exhibition, 
A beacon for their mad ambition! 

ON THE RIGHT HON, LADY STAVORDALE, NOW 
COUNTESS OF ILCHESTER': WRITTEN AT, BATH 
In 1770, 8 1 


YE ſtately 8 in beauty's * 
Who down. the ſilver Avon fail, 
Awhile negle& the urging tide, 
To gaze at lovely Stayordale, 


Your downy breaſts are not more white 
Than her's is free from ſtain (I ween) : 
In beauty, the appears as bright 
As her you ſerve, the Paphian Queen! | 
8 | Come 


— — 


| Come from the woods, i. 
That thus in ſhades delight to dwell + 
Nor fear to leave your peaceful groves, 
And hover round fair Stavordale. 


| For ſhe is of the gentleſt kind, 

x 33 That &er in Beauty's bloom hath ſhone. ; 
And Fame declares “ har artleſs mind 
#4  Hath every virtue for its own,” 


* 1 = = „ . 
© — . 
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e 5 
Wjöben duſky evening ſhall appear, 
M.ay'ſt thou, melodious aightingale ! 
Exert thy notes to pleaſe her ear, | 
And hail the name of Stavordale. 


Then perch'd upon ſome humble ſpray, 
To her thy vocal tribute give, 
And ſinging ſweet thy penſive lay, 
A mile of thanks thou ſhalt receive. 


n + 
* - 4 . * 2 - 
--. „ N— F 2 — — 1 _— mY m. - 
— * 5 . 
1 * — 4 . * 


IIa every bird of tuneful note 
(When morn ſhall o'er the ſhades prevail) 
Expand with pride its little throat, 
And chaunt the name of nn 


Her terms with gentleſt 3 ſhine, 
— By all (except herſelf) confeſs'd ; 
And whilſt we think ber form divine, 
She ſeems to know her power the leaſt. 


When 


t= 
When Sol exhales the maming dew, 
And bide each bee de., 
Thou roſe | ſhalt wear paler hue, ' 
Compar' d to blowing Stavardalte. | 


Her cheek. requires na foreign aid, 
Her radiant eyes with truth a; * 

In all their native charms array d, 
Virtue, good-ſende, and tenderneſs. 


Ye ſhepherds ! tune your oaten reeds, 
With rural muſic fill the vale; 
Let echo to the diſtant meads 
Repeat the praiſe of Py. 


Applaud her unaffected grace, 

Her innocent and tranquil air, 

The ſweet expreſſion of her fac, 
The ſmile that ſpeaks a heart ſincere. 


( The woodland chorus to improve, 
Obedient zephyr-will not fail, 
Beyond the limits of the grove, 

NY waft thy name, Oh Staverdale. 


The Muſe, delighted, hears the ſound z 
To thee ſhe vows her humble train, 
Whilſt thou on Avon's banks art found, 


The &Sircſt of the female train, 


We 
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We many blooming flowers have ſeen, 
Who to the roſe compar'd are pale, 

And many blooming nymphs have been 
Eclips'd. by lovely Stavordale, $A | TP, 


- 


7 


Unriyall'd charms are thoſe ſhe wears, ”- 


Serene and ſteady, like the moon; * 


She far outſhines ſurrounding ftars, 
And men her gentle empire own. 


ON ALATE EVENT. 


To charming Celia's arms I flew, 
And there in riot feaſted; 

No God ſuch tranſport ever knew, 

Nor mortal ever taſted, 


Loſt in the ſweet tumultuous joy, 
And pleas'd beyond expreſſing 


How can your flave, my fair, ſaid I, 


© Reward ſo great a bleſſing ? 


«© The whole creation's wealth ſurvey, 
&© To both the Indies wander; 
% Aſk what brib'd Senates give away, 
« And fighting Monarchs ſquander ?” 
2 i She, 


— 
- 


(61. 


She, bluſhing, cried—* My life, orca 

Since Celia is your own, | N 1 
_ © Give her —but *tiz too much, 1 fear, 0 : 
„ h! BIR A CROWN. D | 
' 5 IN 3 | 
on utarinG kn, W. rarxg's PERFORMANCE ON 
'THE OBOE, IN THE NEW OPERA OF FONTAIN« 
BLEAU, | ? 


* = 


To thee, whilſt others pour their praiſe, 
The bard delighted joins the throng, 
With pride he tunes (tho weak his lays) 

Where merit Juſtifies- the ſong. ' 


Vet think not, Parke, thy wond'rous Kill, 
Fair praiſe alone from mortals draws ;" 

Lo! Phebus liſtens from his hill, | 
And all the Muſes join th' applauſe, 


* 2 


THE METAMORPHOSIS, 
BY TRE AUTH@R OF THE LOUSIAD. 


SWEET was the nymph I lov'd, divine her air, 
Her cheek, ah! purer than the bluſh of morn; 
Flirer than Alpine ſnows, her breaſt ſo fair 
Look'd down upon the lily's white with ſcorn. 
; hg Mild 


2 - ct oo net. _ — 


— 


— — 


2 = 
„ — 
_— o 


Bn 


r 


- 422% 4 
nw a by 


r Ie 
. - a a 
244d 


= — — — — — 
— —-— Z: — +} TO» —- 
. 18 3222 
— as ra — . 
: 


7 
.. ˙ A eager... co. - — ws — 
RO A > . » 1 REAC LI, aug 3 ons 1 
4 Cd . r I „ _ 8 * *u LAS. a. as « ” LE. _ - m = p _ - _ - - I 
: - 2 "+5 1 2 a mz = PE : « - 
N : — - #-% - p * * 4 — 6 ; 2 „ s > *% 9 . Y L : 
& = * 88 28 8 - oY b d * * wha, 2 8 0 
— — on W_ Y . mo " _ — > ny YE ey omg» — 
5 | 
i 
' 1 
a 
* 
a 


. 
% 
* * 


— 


LW 


5 Mild tity exr ben metting accents fiols, 


That promis'd ages of delicious love; 


Her form with Grecian ſtatues vied, ber ſoul 


Scemꝰd borrow d from ſome Saint ot fings * 


Thus faney rioted—all wrapt in > hy 
I marry'd, bleſs'd my ſtars, and went to bes 


Noſſeſeid and found next morn my wond'rous dame 


The dd bh that ever wore a head. 


BILLY E DF N, 
on, THE c scour,, I 
To the Tuxe of ** ty Crockery" 

I, | 


\ /THERE lived a man at Bzcxvan in Kent, Sir, 


Who wanted a place to make him. content, Sir; 


Long had he.figh'd for BILLY PI r's. protection, 
When thus he gently courted his affection; 


Will you give a place, my deareſt BiLLy PiTr O! - 
| 8 can't have a whole one, oh let it be a bit O! 


II. | 


a ne * Grone Rost, he lied with the 


Doctor, 


| He flatter'd Mrs, HAST INS, till almoſt he had 


ock d her th 
| He 


=  - 
1 ” \p. 


- Cann 
He got the Archbiſhop to write in bis favor 
And when BIE y gets à beard, he ſweart he bg 
his ſhaver; | . 
Then give him a place, oh deareſt Bruty Pres O, 
If he can't have a whole one, oh let it be a bit Ol 
IX. 
To all you young men, who are famous for changing, 
From party to party continually ranging, 
I tell you the place of all places to breed in, 
For maggots of corruption's the heart of BitLy T 
Epp. - | £7; 
Then give him a place, oh deareſt BILLY PrrT O, 
If he can't have a whole one, oh let it be a bit o! 


* 


HE LAUR EAN 
ANODE. 


WARTON, I-know you'll nger repine 
That witlings carp at ev'ry line, 

And with your lyricks quarrel, 
Alas ! from party, ſpite, or whim, 
Such ever is the fate of him 

Who boaſts the Royal laurel, 125 


That laurel, once by Dryden worn! : 
But fince by many dunces borne, | 
Vo, II. xr 


N [ 270 ] 
Each rival dunce cry'd fie on ! 
The boaſted laurel-was, they ſaid, 
No more than a poor p -ſs-a-bed, 
At Court call'd Daun-de-Lion. 


For ſcenes of comedy renown'd, 
And juſtly for his acting crown'd, 
The prince of fops and folly; 
Nor kings, nor poetry regarding, 
And writing odes not worth one farthing, 
Long liv'd the Laureat Cotly, 


Him Pope aſſail'd by legions back'd, " 
And often to his eouplets tack'd, : 
The name of idle Cibber: 
Vet Coll, unſkill'd in long and ſhort, 
Made in plain proſe a ſmart retort, 
To Pope a damn'd Grim-Gribber *. 


Will. Whitehead bade the reign commence 
Of birth-day odes and common ſenſe ; 
And there his efforts reſted ; 
* True poetry, by genius fir'd, 
Billy's cold boſom ne'er inſpir'd ; 
For Bill was chicken · breaſted. 


* Grim-Gribber, See Tom's Law- Jargon in the Conſcious 
Lovers. I touched him to the quick about Grim-Gribber. 


Warton, 


1. 
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Warton, on Greek and Roman baſe, 
Reſcued the laurel from diſgrace, 
With fame no foes ſhall hinder, 
Bleſt with the gift of ev'ry tongue, 
Themes Royal royally he , 
A HORACE, and a PINDAR ! 


To kEALADE.:: 
WITH THE SONNETS oP. PETRARCH. 


IN THE MANNER OF SPENCER, 


BY PETER PINDAR, 


O GENTILE nymph of Corniſh lond the Queen, 
Whom all our youth behold with rapt'rous love: 
Whoſe heart eclipſeth een thy beauty's ſheen, 
Read Petrarch's ſorrows, and with tears approve ; 
A tear from thee, ſiftpaſſing all hid fame, 
Embalms with immortality his name, 


At Petrarch's fate the heart with grief mote glow, 
Who frequent woo'd the Fair but woo'd in van: 
Thy turtle eyen in ſtreames will certes flow 
At ſorrows, that for peerleſs Laura plain, 
When pale entomb'd her lovely limbs were laid, 
And redbreaſts ſooth'd with ditties ſweet her ſhade, 


N 2 x Raſh, 


LO 
Raſh, bard ; what foly taught thine een to gane 
On Her, who ne'er- could bleſs thy longing arms? 
What dæmon urg'd. thee mid her beauty's blaze, 


Bereft of ſmalleſt hopg, to win her charms? 
Well did thine heart hic mickle woes, 
That loſt 1 in wild romaunee its dear repoſe. | 


Yet,-Petrarch ! like thyſelf, a Bard betray'd 
By ſmiles of beauty, wiſdom's voice I light; 
Hopeleſs 1 glote upon as fair a maid, 
As ever charm'd the golden eye of light. 
Then let me blame no more thy lovelorn line, 
Perchaunce Thy Laura mote compare with Mine! 


AN oO p EF. 


OCCMSIONED BY: . BANKS'S FINE STATUE OP 
| ACHZLLES. 


BY THE SAME. 


O THOU, who, midſt the tuner quite 
On Pindus, ſtrik'ſt the ſacred lyre, 
Ah! why to Scurrrvar, Phcebus, ſa, unkind ? 
Say, when the Arts with ſweeteſt ſmile 
Were led to Britain's favoured iſe, 1 
van was the beauteous SCULPTURE left behind? 


Amidſt 


1 273 J 


Amidft Palmyra's deſert Urear 
The Muſe bath mark'd her lonely tear, 


And o'er the falling.grandeur heard her fich: 


And oft where Athens (now no more?) | 
With wonder ſwell'd the world of yore; 


Hath ſeen the ſlighted wand'rer's penſive eye. 


Barbaric race ! to Might the fair, 
Who once the ſmiles of pods conld are; 
That proud with heroes, ſages, prov'd her art! 
Enamour'd of her magic hand, 
They ſaw, in Greecia's laurell'd land, 
Their /econd ſelus amid the marble ſtart. 


But lo! in fimple veſt array'd, . 
I fee advance, the Attic Maid. 
| A Briton woes her to his native ſhore: . 
Behold in Peleus* godlike ſon, 
Her glorious work of life begun, 
That bids BATTAMN IA envy GREECE no more. 


EPITAPH ON ALA DX 


BY THE SAME, 


BENEATH tWlWWire, in Greet repole,. 
The friend of all—a fair one lies 
Yet hence let Sorrow vent her woes, 


Far hence let:Pity pour her fighs.. 


T1 a4 JI 
Tho' ev'ry hour thy life „ 


* The Muſe the ſtrain of grief forbears, 


Nor wiſhes, tho' by all beloy'd, 
To call thee to a world of tears. 


Beſt of thy ſex ! alas! farewel, 8 . 
From this dark ſcene remov'd to ſhine, | 
Where pureſt ſhades of mortals dwell, 
And Virtue waits to welcome Twine. 


o D E, 
ON CARNBR As 


BY THE SAME, 
NEAR vonder ſolitary tower, 


Lone glooming mid ſt the moony light, 


I roam at midnight's ſpecter'd hour, 
And climb the wild majeſtie height; 
Low to the mountain let me reverent bow, 
Where MA virtue, taught their founts to flow, 


Pale on a rock's ring ſteep, 


Behold a Druid ſits forlorn, 
I ſee the white rob'd phantom wee 
i hear his harp of ſorrow mourt 
The vaniſh'd groves provoke his deepeſt ſigh, 
And altars open'd to the gazing ſky. 


Permit 
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Permit me, Druid, here to ſtray- 
And ponder mid? thy drear retreat; 
To wail the ſolitary way 
Where Wiſdom held her hallow'd ſeat: 
Here let me roam, in ſpite of Folly's ſmile, 
A penſive pilgrim, o'er each pitied pile. 


Poor ghoſt ! no more the Druid race 
Shall here their ſacred fires relume ; 
No more their ſhow'rs of incenſe blaze, 

No more their tapers gild the gloom : 
Lo, ſnakes obſcene along the temples creep, 
And foxes on the broken altars ſleep. 


No more beneath the golden book 

The treaſures of the grove ſhall fall: 
Time triumphe oer each blaſted oak, 

Whoſe power, at length, ſhall cruſh the ball, 
Led by the wrinkled power with gladden'd mien, 
Gigantic ruin treads the weeping ſcene. 


No more the bards in ſtrains ſublime | 

The actions of the brave proclaim, - 
Thus reſcuing from the rage of Time, _ 

| Each god-like deed approv'dby Fame. 
Deep in the duſteach lyre is laid unſtrung, 
Whilſt mute for ever ſtops each tuneful tongue. 


* 


Here 
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Here wiſdom, virtues aw ful voice, 

Inſpir'd the youths of Cornwall's plains ; 
With ſuch no more theſe hills rejoice, 

But death-fike, ſullen filence reigns, 
Whilſt Melancholy, in yon mould'ring power, 
Sits — to old Occan's diſtant can. > 


Let others, heedleſs of the hill, 
With eye incurious paſs along, 
My muſe with grief the ſcene ſhall fill, 
And fivell with ſofteſt fighs her ſong, 
Ah; pleas'd each Druid manſion to deplore, 
Were Wiſdom, Virtue, dwelt, but dwell no more. 


8 [7/4 8:53:44 


0N A von LADY WHO FREQUENTED THE BRI- 
\ TISH MUSEUM-GARDENS, RUT RETIRING TO 
THE COUNTRY» 

BY THE SAME. 

THE Shepherds, alas! have prevail d, 

O' er the Beaux of the Britiſh Muſeum, 

What pity they ſhould not have fail'd ! 

The Sheep-ſheering rogues J cou'd flea em. 


Yet this is not all, let me ſay 
Another misfortune I find— 

For ſhe bore all the Graces away, 
And the Loves weld not tarry behind. 


ODE, 


* 1 „1 
„ 
To GOOD NUMOUR 


BY THE SAME. 
O MISTRESS of the laughing eye, 
The jovial ſong,.and merry tale 
From whom tho hoſts of ſorrow flie, 
Ill-nature ſour, and envy pale; 
To whom are now thy chcarful viſits paid? 
I think I'll anſwer for't— to no old maid, 


Lo! like the Sun, whoſe golden ray 

Diſpels the Dæmons of the night; 

Thy open viſage always gay, ay 

Drives every imp of care to flight: 

Drives all the moaning family of pain, 

And fills the heart with Pleaſure's ſprightly train, 


All, all, with thee ſweet nymph, are pleas'd 

Where e'er thou condeſcend'ſt to travel— 

Old gout amidſt his groanings-eas'd— 

Old ftone, and wiiining brother gravel. 

Turn up their eyes tothee a little cheary, 

And ceaſe their moittings, tlio” they cant be merry, . 


When youth was ming; what friendwwowere!! - 
My chick in fmileswas always dreh- 
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How glad was I thy voice to hear: 

How joy'd to gain thee for my gueſt ! 

But times are ſadly chang'd from thoſe of yore, 
For now thou wilt not venture near my door, 


What have I done, O nymph ſo ſweet ! 
That thus for thee I'm doom'd to pine? 
How long Iv'e wiſh'd thoſe eyes to meet, 
That on me, never more ſhall ſhine ?— 

This moment, may I to my grave be carried, 
If I have feen thee, ce I firſt was married. 


TO MISS MADDERN OF CORNWALL. 


| BY THE SAME, 
ON yonder mount, in antient days 
Their lyres, the Druid miuſtrels ſtrung— 
Aloud with many a warrior's praiſe 
To Heav'n the ſacred mountain rung: | 
"There too they ſung, the nymphs whoſe neut 
charms, 
Had won the brave of Cornwall to their a arms. 


But lol the Druid bards are gone — 

In filence are the warriors laid 

They fleep beneath yon moſſy ſtone, 

Where Pity's dirge laments the dead: 

Jet, tho? the bards are loſt the heroes pale, 
Lo beauty ſtill ſurvives to bleſs the vale. | 


© INVOCATION 
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ET 


INVOCATION TO Sr, CECILIA,®” 


%, 


ON A LADY's SINGING TO HER HARPSICHORD; © 


f BY THE SAR. 
Dksckxp, o Goddeſs from thy ſphere, 
And liſten to a Britiſh maid, 
A ſweeter Sappho warbles here, 
Than ever charm'd the Leſbian ſhade, 


Yet not like Sappho's ſwells her ſtrain, 
Forlorn with love's deſponding figh : 
To Cynthia's beauty bows each ſwain, 
And owns the triumph of her exe. 


THE ROSE's PETITION ro MISS 

| BY THE SAMEs 
AH! beauteous maid, to pluck my ſtem, forbear, 
And let me reign the miſtreſs of the grove : 


'Twere hard to place me near that breaſt more fair 
Than ever yet hath left the hand of love. 


Where now I flouriſh—T can boaſt a fame — 

But *midſt thy boſom, who will mark the flower? 
There ſhall I vanquiſh'd hang the head with ſhame, 
And loſe of pleaſing, all the envied pow'r. 5 


® The Patroneſs of Muſic, | | | 
-NG6 | Tho” 
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Tho? Queen of all thoſe flow'rs that bloom around; 
How ſmall, alas! the ſphere in which I ſhine! 
Behold thoſe wales my little empire bougd ; 
-But lo! a wond'ring univerſe is thine, 


ODE TO SIPHYLIS, 


BY THE SAME, 
O THOU, from heavenly parent“ ſprung, 
Acquaiatance+oth. of old and young, 
Accept from gratitude the tuneful line; 
Aided by thee, my eyes behold. 
Again, the glorious age of gold 
Again with GzoxGe's heads my pockets ſhine, 


Thou art a ſteadfaſt friend indeed ! 

And ſtick'ſt tojfolks in time of need 
Adverfity can never make thee fly: 

Alas! the poorer people grow, 

The faſter thy warm bounties flow, 
That help them to you ſtar beſpangl'd ſ x. 


The poor may ev'ry BLEsS ins Heck | 
Their cloaths may wander from their back— 
The hair in handfuls leave th* unhappy ſouls, 

The noſe, a feature deem'd af grace, 
Cruel, deſert its native place, _ 
The eyes unkindly travel from their holes, 


Venus. 
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But thou, whiltev'n a bit of kin 
Remains to cloath the fleſu within, 
Doſt ſcoxn to leave the gaſping wretch alone 
Nay, when the ſkin and flefh retire, 
Thy friendſhip firengthens in ita fire, 
And, like a bull-dog, faſtens on the zo f. 


SOME CONTEMPTIBLE ODES, ORTRUDED LAST 
YEAR ON. THE PUBLIC AS THE EFFUYSIONS OF 
PETER PIND4R, ESQ, OCCASIONED THE, FOLLOW= 
ING PRODYS ' ION FROM, THE AN Q& THAT, inen 
NIOUS walnuss. 


O D E. 
THE BRITISH PETER SURPASSETH A168 BROTHERS, 
* THE GREEK AND ROMAN BARDS EN, EGOTI8Mrm 
PETER PROPHESIETH—HB LOOKETH: INTO, TUE 


BOOK or BATE, DISCOVERETH A PAL OF 11. 
POSTOK Ss 


BY THE SAME, 


WHOE'ER attemps to ſoar like PE AND AR, 
Finds ſomewhat in his head, his flight, to hinder: 
Pudding, or nud perchance, inſtead of Brain 
One day ſome Lyric Areonauis may try— = 

Act Icarus's farce, aſeend the fly, 
And like to poor ſhot owls, drop drtun again. 


Goo 


— 
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Good ISH W WILKINS a prodigious ſchemer, 
Thought of moon-journies, like an idle dreamer, 
That rais'd amongſt the Mag: great diſputes ; 
He ſaid, that all the world, from Mob to x1NGs, . 
Would, when they meant to travel, call for wings, 
As common, as they order now, their boots. 


Thus jingling coxcombs of the preſent time, 
Think » Bye, with wings their heavy backs can 
fit, 
That ſoon as ever they can find the rhyme, 
Forth thunders wild ſublimity and wit; 
Then try to mount the ſtars—convetſe with Gods, 
And break their paltry necks upon their Odes, 


Lo! FarE unfolds her volume to my view. 
I ſee, upftarting from the vulgar crew, 
A pavBERr making courtſhip to the Musk: 
And, lo! another fellow, not much nobler, 
Not many years ago—a country cobler, 

Who for Parnaſſus left the land of hoes. 


Behold the blockheads ſtrive to copy Peter, 
They meanly ſteal his name, they filch his metre ; 
I read the execrable traſh they write, 
And now I ſee fair Jus ric ſeize the leaves 
Frowning, ſhe dooms the verſe that Fol Lx weaves 
To CLoacina, and eternal night, 


Author of an Art of Poetry. 
I Baſtard 
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Baſtard of Criſpin ! thou art in a holes 
What, adverſe dæmon bade thee ceaſe to cob3/e, 
And try on Pix pus laurel wreaths to gather? 
Know that to mend a pair of ſhoes or boots, 
Dy pigmy genius vaſtly better ſuits, 
Return then to thy /ap/one and thy lather, 


And thou poor imp, whoſe miſerable bruſh, 
The ſacred art — ; 
Who giv'ſt fair Al N TIN Gs cheek the bluſh, 
When'ere thou mak'ſt thy wiſhy-waſhy faces; 
What fiend hath tempted thee to deal in /onners ? 
For ſhame ! ſteal back again to hats and bonne. 
What are my fins, that thus to blaſt my name 
You club your ſells to imitate my line? 
Sure tis too barb'rous to attempt my fame, 
By calling your d— d Werk ED mine + 


« Peter, hot haſt thou done?“ the 83 will cry, 
That thus to back thy fame they lift the Init; 
$ About their labours haſt thou coin'd a lie? 
I ne're prais'd the puppies in my life, 


| CT 

THE FOLLOWING PPILOGUE WAS DELIVERED ON: 
THE grun OF MAY 1986, AT COV4NT-GARDEN 
THEATRE, AFTER THE RFP&AESENTATION' OF 
ZENOBIA, FOX THE BENEFIT OF MR, POPE, 
WITH SO MUCH success, THAT THE CRY OF 
ENCORE WAS VERY FORCIBLY PREVALANT- 
AMIDST THE LOUD AND REPEATED ACCLAMA= 

TIONS OF THE AUDIENCE, | 


ny" THE SAME, ' 


— 


SPOKEN: BY MRS. POPE, (LATE Mas8 nee 


Brzer be 1 a 
I mean old Theſpis, who invented plays 3 
Who drove through Greace,, exhilyting his art, 
As higglers cry their turn ip from a cart. 
Tne drama's genius, all my ſbul:reveres, 
1 leve the queen of ſmiles and queen of tears: 
And if my little morits,. moet your praiſt, 
Join'd are thoſe moments, to my happieſt days— 
Yes, when on me, weak plant, your plaudits pour, 
My foliage triumphs in the foſt' ring hour, 


From Pity's foul to force the melting ſigh, 


Toweke the beam in Laugbter's glad ning eye, 
(Whilſt 
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(Whilſt Virtue weeps o'er Merit's ſuff'ring cauſe, 
Whilſt Virtue ſmiles on Laughter's ſcenes applauſe) 
Hath given delight to many a moment paſt, 
And if your voice approve, ſhall chear my laſt. 


Tho? to theſe walls, I've late a ſtranger been, 
Remembrance, loth to quit the long loy'd ſcene, 
The fay'rite ſpot, with doating fondneſs ey'd, 
Like ghoſts that haunt the places where they dy'd. 


„ What brought you here to night?” the ladies 


cry, | 
To pleaſe a huſband, I came he 


* 


Die to pleaſe huſbands,” ſays each modiſh dame; | 


Heav'ns! - what a Gothic N what fin, what 
ſhame !” 

So then, this Gothic thought no plaudit draws, 

You deem it e'en a fin to yield applauſe : 

Admit a fin, ſuch gen'rous contribution, 

I'm Porz, and promiſe you an ab/olution, 


IN E 8x 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE LYRIC ODES, 


HAL, mighty Pzrzz PIN DAR of our days, 
O! cou'd my muſe and I but pen thy praiſe ! 
Muſe did I ſay !-—TI ne'er by one was heard, 
Tho? oft to all, have many a prayer preferr'd : 

| I know. 
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I know thy taſte is good, thy judgment ſound ; 

But don't let rancour my whole piece confound 3 * 
My laſt year's picture (truth confeſs, I muſt) 

Was rather sLAT Y; what you faid was juſt ; 

But can't ye, rot ye, come a little near, 

And whiſper out the errors in my ear? » 

Say that's a pooriſh horſe, a bad drawn maid, 

Here wretched keeping, there bad light and ſhade; 

Why, I ſhou'd thank thee—for I truly own 

That thy reproofs have ſerv'd to help me on, 

Don't ſend th? opinion printed up and down; 

Why thou'lt make connoiſſeurs of half the town [ 

My little piece this ſeaſen plac'd for view, 

Be cautious of—be gentle, PETE A, do. 

I've ſeen thy paintings, read thy annual odes, 

Have ſung thy ſongs, peruſed thy epiſodes ; 

If Hraven to thee hath mighty talents giv'n, 

Write on my friend, but keep an eye to H av'x; 

If you'll comply with my requeſt above, 

I'II give thee thanks—by thee I ſhall improve 

Do but permit, I'll viſit twice a week, 

I'll fry thy ſprs:s, will help thee broil thy ſteak ; 

And if I ever get upon that rock, | 

To whoſe ſteep ſides many thouſands flock ; 

Thou ſhalt have myrtle, laurel, bays or graſs, 

Pluckt from the craggy fides of mount Parnaſs ; 


\- 
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If I can't fteal a branch, I'll get a ſprig, 
And (as thou wiſheſt) decorate thy wig z - 
Then I perhaps, one day, may call thee couſin, 


And once a week we'll-ſport a rump and dozen. 
R. As 


W 


— E P I R A M. 


ON A LEARNED GENTLEMAN, WHO WAS, NOT LONG 
SINCE, VERY FORWARD IN CENSURING INDIAN 
DELINQUENTS, AND THREATENING THEM WITH 
EXEMPLARY PUNISHMENT, BUT OF LATE 18 80 
GREATLY CHANGED, AS IN ONE INSTANCE To 
BECOME PERFECTLY SILENT, AN DIN ANOTHER 
THE AVOWED DEFENDER AND PROTECTOR or 
THE MAN WRHOM HE REPROBATED AND CON= 
DEMNED IN THE STRONGEST TERMS, 


Midas, they ſay, poſſefs'd the art of old, 
Of turning whatſoe'er he touched, to gold ; 
This, modern ſtateſmen can reverſe with eaſe, 


Touch them with gold, they'll turn to what you pleaſes 


PIOZZIAN 
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PIOZZIAN RHIMES. 


TwmnxNG ne doubt, to rivat Bozzy, 
From Naples came Signora Piozai, 
Bringing (like former wits to Torſon) 
Her curious ſcraps of $AMPEL; JoyNsSON 3 
Old tales and private anecdotes, 
Growling replies, uncouth Bon- mt; 
Latin and alſo Engliſh verſes, 8 
And council fage for babes and nurſes, 
Preft with Italian ges- ſo nice, 

With ſugar now, and now with ſpice; 
And that her bantling might not fail 
To pleaſe Monboddo with a 2a), 

Behold a poſtſcript ;——Mark the cue, 
To flatter Mrs, Montagu. 


How ſtrange ſeems this to. me, who knew ber 
The wife of honeſt Thrate the brewer, 
Whoſe kind indulgence gave her leave 
The Literati to receive, 

Who at his hearty plenteous table 
Might eat and drink while they were able 
While ſhe, elated, took great pride 


Oer feaſting genius to preſide ; 


But ſeemed moſt willing to ſtoop low, 
On Jonxsox honors to beſtow, 


% 
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Ah, luckleſs Jounson, hadſt thou thought 
Thou ſhould be thus to market brought; 
That thy lax ſayings, good or bad, 
Nay thy dire fears of gomyg mad, 
Should all be caſt d, and kept in tore, 
For ſale, when thou ſnould'ſt be no more; 
Not the luxurious board of Thrate, 
Not oceans of his wine and ale, 
Not honey d words from coaxing An 
In thy dull care for every rung, 
Would have ſeduc'd thee to forſake -- 
ay own Bolt Caurt, and plain beef-ftake. 


Orv SA IZU AT BIA. 


- 


THE ORDNANCE SPIDER. 


FROM POPE, 


LET Pealt of laughter Codrus, round thee break, 
Thou unabaſh'd can'ſt hear the mighty eratk: 
Houſe, gallery, lobby in convulſions hurl'd, 
Thou ſtand'ſt unmoy'd amidſt a burſting world; 
Who foili a Schemer f—Break one cobweb thro, 
He ſpins the ſelf ſame pleaſing thread anew : 
Diſpute, out- vote his projects, tis in. vain, 
The creature's at his dirty work again; 
Thron'd in the centre of his thin defigns, 
Proud of a vaſt extent of ſlimſy lines. 

| 2 EPIT AP H 
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EPITAPH ON Da. JOHNSON, 
SAID TO BE WRITTEN —— ESQ, 


HERE lies poor Job1/6r—Reader have a care, 
Tread lightly, leſt you rouſe a ſleeping bear 
Religious, moral, generous, and humane 

He was—but ſelf-ſufficient, rade, and vain ; 
Jil-bred and overbearing in diſpute, 

A ſcholar and a chriſtian—yet a brate, 

Would you know all his wiſdom, and his folly, 

His actions, ſayings, mirth, and melancholy, 
Boſwell and Thrale, retailers of his wit, 

Will tell you how he wrote, and talked, and e 


and Hit. 


E PIT HAL AMI UM. 


BY THE REVEREND GEORGE PRETTYMAN, 
v. D. &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. 


T HE Ghonbeg lyric compoſition is the work of 
Mr, Pitt's private ſecretary ; the ſame reſpectable di- 
vine whom his Majeſty has lately been moſt graciouſ- 
ly pleaſed to collate to the living of Sudburn, cum Ca- 
pallo de Orford, It was written to celebrate the mar- 
riage of the Honourable Edward James Elliot, with 

| Lady 
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Lady Harriet Pitt ; and was performed on the night 
of the nuptials, at Mr. Pitt's houſe, at Putney (the 
newſpaper having miſ-informed the public, which 
indeed is rather an unconmmon thing for a miniſterial 
print, that this happy couple | were joined together in 
Downing-ſtreet.) 


Shakeſpeare, in exhibiting the heroiſm of Henry 
the Fifth, infinuates that his loftieſt ambition would 
be to have Princes to act, and Monarchs to be- 
© hold the ſwelling ſcene,” In the repreſentation 
of this Epithalamium, its incomparable author has 
actually been gratified even to the tip-top of Shake- 
ſpeare's reveries. The audience, who heard his Ode 
was the moſt illuſtrious this country boaſts z the ſin- 
gers who perform'd it, the nobleſt perſonages of the 
nation; and the compoſers of the muſic (which by 
the way was ſuperlative) the moſt renowned of all 
our honorable amateurs : the greater part indeed 
was contributed by the Duke of . Queenſbury, the 
Earl of Uxbridge, and Sir Richard Jebb. Hi 
in perſon, attended the celebration of this great e- 
vent, accompanied by ſome of his moſt fayoured 
courtiers, ſelected from the choſen few who ſtand - 
diſtinguiſhed for their capacity of ſoftening the in - 
diſpenſible anxieties of royalty, and of exalting the 
fruitions of ſocial life, by their ſuperior wit, vivacity 
and humour, On _ firſt of this liſt, appeared the 
Dukes 
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Dukes of Chandos, and Montagu, the Lords of 
Saliſbury, Brudenell, and Ayleſbury, Of leſſer 
conſtellations, were the Lords Denbigh, Onſlow, 
Amherſt, Galloway and Galway, a moſt ſplendid 
circle of the nobility of both ſexes, not immediately 
employed in the Court, * N and Bank Di- 


rectors. 


His , (who is greatly beloved even in his 
own neighbourhood, and whoſe popularity, as he 
has been graciouſly pleaſed lately to inform us in his 
own Royal Gazette, extends all the way to Oxford) 
arrived at Mr. Pitt's houſe, in the moſt private man- 
ner, aud came in the back-way, on purpoſe to eſcape 
x Viſit from the heads of houſes” at Barnes, Rutney, 
and the neighbouring towns; a demonſtration of 
loyalty and attachment, which a more public ertrer 
had infallibly compelled him to endure, Upon 
ſome future oceaſion, perhaps, we may ſketch the 
order in which the company ſat down, as well as re- 
late ſome of the numberleſs events which occurred 
during the evening, all of them curions, and worthy 
being tranſmitted to poſterity; Suffice it to ſay at 
preſent, that all matters were completely arranged 
by nine o'clock, and that this flow of foul, and feaſt 
of reaſon, commeticed immediately after, in | the fol. 
lowing courſe, 

PART 


I, 


TRIO, SUNG BY LORD GRAHAM, MR. ROSE, AN 
MR. -AUBREY, 


Avaunt each grief! each care! 
Let no man wear a face of ſorrow, 

Let Treas'ry Clerks their gigs prepare, 
Let Treas'ry ſuitors call to-morrow. 


DR. PRETTYMAN AND DEMI-CHORUS. | 


This day theſe pious hands, 1 nuptial Bands have 
brac'd, 
The youth of noſe erect! the maid of taper waſte! 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED: LORD MULGKAYE, 


Thrice hath the year its courſe gone through, 
Since Love firſt caught them in his toil ; 
But fraught with prudence, each well knew, 
% That love won't make the pot to boil, -3 
Refign'd to wait, 
The chance of fate, 
This crafty ſon of Corni/þ Lord, 
Put off his bliſs, 
| Like a true Swiſs, 
Who, till he's paid, will ne'er unſheath his word, 
. B. O Thrics 
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| Theice three years more, had heedleſs paſs'd away, 
And ſhewn . faith, their virgin 

N truth, 
Had (a) Harvey's death not mark'd the wedding day 
And in the Exchequer, fix the reer youth, 


11 


Matchleſs couple! peerleſs pair! 
The gelid ſwain! the frigid fair! 


AIR» BY THE LORD CHANCELLOR, 


Not with ſuch Win: zet, 
Stout Steel put forth his prayer, 
When lovely Lind/ay's cheek he preſs'd, 
And claſp'd the clinging fair, 
By rugged rampart love, his ſuit he earried, 
He lik'd the girl, he kiſs'd her, and he married, 


AIR. BY LORD TREN THAN. 


But gentler Elliot ſcorns ſuch clumſy aid, 
More pleas'd his ſkill to ſhow, 
To nod the head, and point the toe, 
He ſmirk*d and toy'd, and trifled with the maid. 


— | 
(«) It is hardly necelfary to inform the reader, that this worthy 
couple, after a three years wooing, were married on the very day 
that Mr, Elliot was appointed to the office, which had occu- 


pied by tile unſocunate gentleman here alluded o. : 
TRIO 


a4 
; P 


7" * W 


TRIO BY LORD TRENTHAM, LORD GRAHAM, AND 
MA. BANKS, WITH A CHORUS OF NEW-MARRIED 


g MEN. p 


Accompliſh'd pair, wh no rude throbs impel, 
Whom paſſion ne'er diſturb, nor pulſes ſwell ; 
. Whoſe thoughts obedient, rapture never fire, 
Whoſe guarded wiſhes, never give deſire; 
Whoſe ſouls ſubdu'd, no pantings diſcompoſe, 
Whoſe fondneſs freezes, and whoſelongings doſe; 
Oh, may no rebel blood your quiet natures move, 
From the ſweet apathies of philoſophic love ! 


K 
DUETT BY COLONEL BARRE AND THE BR1DE= 
GROOM, 
Bleſs'd times, when placemen to the ſhades deſcend, 
Their death's the life of many a ſtateſman's friend, 
TRIO BY THREE MAIDS or HONOUR, 


The cunning prude, whoMlily cry, 
Who pompous air one lover flies; 

Faſts, but to feaſt on daintier joy, 
And glutton fay'rite leacheliſſs. 


* AIR, 


* 


J | a6} 
LR AIR, Mx. PITT» 


The Miniſter who throws away 
One lucky boon, which haps to fall; E; 
Gives, but to get, -another day ; 
And in good time to ſwallow all. 


% - 


CHORUS BY THE WHOLE COMPANY, HIS nom 


BEAT'NG TIME WITH GREAT EXACTNESS AND 
ANIMATION» 


Hail ſacred fraud! impoſture holy! 
Eternal be the reign of folly! 
May England's wits be ſteep'd in blear confuſion, 
And the land ne'er know reſpite from deluſion! 


TRIO BY LORD LONSDALE, LORD ELLIOT, AN 
THE DUKE OF NORTHUMBERLAND. 


From Boroughs, grand the things that grow, 
From Mines, divine the ſteams that flow, 
Hail Cornwall, richer than Potofi ; 
Hail Cumberland, a fairer quarter! 
Hail Liſkeard, Appleby, and Launceſton ; 
Hail Cockermgiſth ! ! and hail Beeralſton ! 
May no rude hand invade our ſacred charter, 
—Titles to buy, and burgage rights to barter.— 
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PAR T III. 


ECITATIVE, BY DR. PETTYMAN, ACCOMPANI1ED 
BY. A LUTE» | 


But now, even now, as the rich revel thickens; 
My ſad ſoul fickens ; 
Through the gay dome I hear the plaintive notes 
Of. the ſweet lamb, whoſe rending ſtrain denotes, 
(3) The early death of our dear boy, 
Firft fruit, and gſufruct, of all our am'rous Joy * 
Alas, like young MArcELLUs, 
He only came to tell us, 
(And, tho” he was my ſon, *tis ſure no lie) 
© That we are mortal all, and that we all muſtdie !” 
Gone to that ſcene where, through her thrifty fan, 
(c) His mother firſt eſpied her darling PRETTY MAN, 


FuGe, BY THE SAME PERFORMER? 


But ſtill protecting Heaven, 

In myſtic ways befriends us, 

And now an ill, and now a bounty ſends us, 
And fo, of bliſs and pain, preſerves the balance even! 


{b) The amiable author of this e e loſt his 
new-born child time, 
(e) Mrs. PaxTTYMAY firſt ſaw her a huſband in 
Weſtminſter- Abbey, at one of the Muſical Meetings, and fell 
| Incontinently in love with him, whilſt he was "gazing through an 
Opera-glaſs at the Princeſs Elizabeth, 
O 3 Even 


I.. 
Even now, while ſunk L fit, in ſad deſpair, 
© To think I muſt beget another heir,— 
He comes he comes! behold! behold! 
The King's Gazette this radiant fact unfold, 
Jam, in ſpite of Fate, and faction's bellow, 
Thy Rector, happy SUDBURN, cam CAPELLO! 
Here—there's the Parchment, with the Signet dread, 
Of Mother Church's ſacred ſapient head! 
'Tis thus the powers divine, 
(d) The growth of acc build on Ned's decline, 
So ELt1ot blooms in health, as Hazver bleeds 
So Conway dies, and PRETTYMAN ſucceeds 
Accompliſh'd Boxp thus mounts GIL IBEX T's fall, 
And this eternal juſtice we way call > 
On bended knees, 
| The ſacred gift I ſeize, 
And thus in prayer, I pay the Royal fees! 


(4) In this line, it is not improbable the Reverend Poet had 
his thoughts on Colonel BAR RE 's obtaining the Pells, on the de- 
m ſc of Sir Epwann Wa LPOLE, by that maſter- ſtroke of un- 
matched magnanimity in our excellent Premier, In concluſion that 
Mr. Barie will fill the vacant feat of Mr. GII BERT, is the 
happieſt compliment to ghe diſcerning patronage of Mr, PI and 
Lord SypwnzyY, who 4. having raiſed Mr. Juſtice WIr 
to the dignity of Knighthood during their "_ Adminiſtration, 
want only the accompliſhment of this prediction, to ſtamp an 
everlaſting grace on the already honoured magiſtracy of the city 
ef Weſtminſter, and county of Middlcſcx, 


\ 


THE. 


C2599. 
a 


THE INVOCATION, BY THE ARCHBISHOP OF Lokk. 


Oh, thou, of Europe's Kings, the leading ftar ! 
More great thyſelf than ALL her Monarchs are; 
Who in. thy ſacred perſon doſt contain, ; 
Without his pride, the probity of SraIx. 

The prop, like CaTxERiNE, of a graceleſs ſtate, 
More firm by far—and not ſo obſtinate z- 

Like Fxev's1c wiſe, experienc'd, deep, and bold, 
—And juſt, as free from ſordid love of gold. 

His worth ſurpaſſing, and his vices ſhining, 

All Swzvex's craft, thou haſt—without his cunningy- 
Like Joszyn ſtraight, and clear—who never trims, 
Whoſe planning foul thou ſhew'ſt-- n whims;- 
Like Lovrs, great and good—but not as vain— 
Him thou haſt-drubb'd, and doubleſs wilt again. 
Thou Arbiter of Realms! thou Lord of Fate! 

Who hold the balance of each trembling ſtate, 

(e) Great Miracle of Chiefs !-! Immortal King F: 
Oh! may thy will de done in every thing. 


(e) The poetical turn of the two laſt lines of this glorification © 
of our auguſt Sovereign, (which it ſhovld'be obſerved were capitally ' 
ſung as a duet, by Sir William Dolben 1 Harry Houghton) 
ſeems to have been borrowed from Mr. Cumberland” I's ipvocation © 
to Apollo, in his excellent opera'of Calypfo. + 253 


Phabus oracular ! bowman divine! 
Solar ſublimiry | propitious ſhine ſhiue ! 
O4 THE 
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THE BLESSING,—A CHORUS OF BISHOPS, 


[A great Perſonage's — raiſed up to ; the plinth of the 
, Wa: 'nſc ot 4 8 


Nlay ev'ry thin g take place that gives thee j joy, 

May thy firſt born his manly frame deſtroy; 

May Royal Yorx, thoſe uſeful arts acquire, 

That nerve the Prince, and quench the people's fire; 


May, he, in time, command this headlong nation, 


And prove the bleſſings of his education. 
May England till be dup'd by ev'ry knave, 
May Ireland yield, and ſoon become a ſlave, 


May Scots their new born love of rights give oer, 


And ſoon again be what they were before ; 
May bleſs'd prerogative in ſplendor riſe, 
And Tudor's times, and Stuart's realize. 
May priv'lege never gain a greater weight, 
Than juſt the uſeful farce of a debate; 
Whene'er the crowd, ons grievoutmlt deplore, 
May they be tax'd, great Monarch, o'ER and o'er 
To ſhew thy power, and keep thy honour clear, 
Still may*ſt thou break thy promiſe twice a year. 
May law be guided by the ſoldier's hand, 
And Jury's fink, and Freedom fly the land, 
May the whole hated race of Whigs be curſt, 

nd Fox, to crown the whole, his windpipe burſt, 


DOCTOR 


( 50. 


BOCROT PRETTYMAN AND CHORUS. 


I ever live to mount a mitr'd ſtall, 


And'if hereafter, through thy ſacred call, 
May I be d—'d myſelf, if I don't d them all. 


POLITICAL ECLOGUE. 


THE LYARS * 


IN Downing: ſtreet, the breakfaſt duly ſet, 

As Banks and Prettyman one morn were met, 

A ſtrife arifing who could beſt ſupply, 

In urgent caſes, a convenient lie ; 

His {kill ſuperior each eſſay'd to prove 

Ia verſe alternate - which the Muſes love! 

While Bilh, liſ'uing to their tuneful plea, 

In ſilence ſipp'd his Computation Tea, 

And heard them boaſt, how boldly both had ly'd, 
The Prieſt began, the Layman thus reply'd ! 


The Har. ] This ec'ogue is evidently an imitation of the third 
Bucolic of Virgil, which as is obſerved by Dr, Joſeph Warton, 
brother of our incomparable Laureat, is of that ſpecies, . called 
Amcebcea, where the characters introduced, contend in alternate 
vorſe. The ſecond always endeavouring to ſurpaſs the firſt ſpeaker 
in-an equal number of lines. . | 


: 


V. 6. Amant a nal 


Wir zZ. N 
V. 10, Hos corydon, * referebat in ordine Thyr6s—Virgs. 
0 8 22 . 
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PRETTYMAN» | 1 


Why wilt thou, Banks, with me diſpute the prize ? 
Who'is not cheated when a Parſon lies ? > 
Since pious Chriſtians, ev'ry Sabbath-day 

Muſt needs believe whate'er the Clergy ſay 

In ſpite of all you laity can do, 

One lie from us is more than ten from you ! ry 


BANKS» 
O witleſs lout! in lies, that touch the ſtate, 
We Country Gentlemen have far more weight ;. 
Fiction from us the public ſtill muſt gull, — 


They think we're honeſt, as they know we're dull! 
To our aſſertions yield at once aſſent, 


And truſt to Nature that we don't invent! 


PRETTYMANs 


In yon Cathedral, I a Prebend boaſt, 
The maiden bounty of our gracious hoſt! 


- 


O witleſs leut. ] Our poet here ſeems to deviate from his general 


rule, by the introduction of a phraſe, which appears rather adapted 


to the lower and leſs elevated ſtrain of paſtoral, than to the dia- 
logue of perſons of ſuch diſtinguiſhed rank. It is, however, to 
de confidered, that it is far from exceeding the bounds of poſſibĩi- 


ity to ſuppoſe, that, in certain inſtances the epithet of © Witleſs,“ 


and the coarſe deſignation of © Lout,”” may be as applicable to a 
dignitary of the church, as to the moſt ignorant and- illiterate 
ruſtic, | 

| Its 


| 1 30 J 
Its yearly profits I to thee reſign, 


If Pitt pronounce not that the palm is mine? 
4 


BANKS» : 


A Borough mine, a pledge far dearer ſure, 
Which in St. Stephen's gives a ſeat ſecure ! 
If Pitt to Prettyman the prize decree, - \ 
Henceforth Corfe-Caftle ſhall belong to thee ? 


PITT. 


Begin the ſtrain- while in our eaſy chairs, 
We loll, forgetful of all public cares ! 

Begin the ſtrain—nor ſhall I deem my time 
Miſpent, in hearing a debate in rhyme ! 


PRETTYMAN, 


Father of Lies; by whom, in Eden's ſhade, 
Mankind's firſt parents were to ſin betray'd 
Lo! on this altar, which to thee I raiſe, 
Twelve bibles, bound in red Moroceo, blaze. 


F BANKS» 


Bleſt Pow'rs of Falſhood, at whoſe ſhrine I bend, 


Still may ſucceſs your vot'ry" s lies attends. © » 


V. 31. Dicite ; * 1 in molli conſedimos herba,, * 
. 
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What prouder victims can your altars boaſt, 8 
Than honor ſtain'd, and fame for ever loſt? 


pRETTTMAN. 


How ſmooth, perſuaſive, plauſible, and glib, 
From holy lips is dropp'd the ſpecious fib! 
Which, whiſper'd ſlyly in its dark career, 
Aſſails with art, the unſuſpecting ear, 

BANKS. 
How clear, convincing, eloquent, and bold, 
The bare-fac'd lie, with manly courage told ! 


Which, ſpoke in public, falls with greater force, . 
And heard by hundreds, is believ'd of courſe, . 


PRETTYMAN, 


Search through each office for the baſeſt tool, 
Rear'd in Fact Robi non's abandon'd ſchool'; 
Roſe, beyond all the ſons of dulneſs, dull, 
Whoſe legs are ſcarcely thicker than his ſcull ; 
Not Roſe, from all reſtraints of conſcience free, 
In double dealing, is a match for me, 


BANKS. 


Step from St. Stephen's up to Leaden-hall, 
Where Europe's crimes appear no crimes at all; 
| | ; Not 


40. 
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Not Major Scott, with bright Pagodas paid; 
That wholeſale dealer in the lying trade; 
Nat he, howe'er important his deſi gn, 
Can li with impudence, ſurpaſſing mine, 


* 


PRETTYMAN\, 


Sooner the aſs in fields of air ſhall graze, 

Or WWarton's Odes with juſtice claim the bays z . 
Sooner ſhall mackrel on the plains diſport, 

Or Mulgrave's hearers think his ſpeech too ſhort ; 
Sooner ſhall ſenſe eſcape the prattling lips | 
Of Captain Charles, or Col nel Henry Phipps 
Sooner ſhall Campbell mend his phraſe uncouth, 
Than Doctor Prettyman ſhall peaks the truth ! 


BAN KS. 


When Fox and Sheridan for fools ſhall paſs, 
And Jemmy Luttrell not be thought an aſs ; 
When all their audience ſhall enraptur'd fit 
With Mawdbey's eloquence, and. Martin's wit; 
When fiery, Kenyon ſhall with temper ſpeak, 
When modeſt bluſhes dye Daundas's cheek ; 
Then, only then, in Pint's behalf will I 
Refuſe to pledge my honour to a lie. 


v. 63. Ante love; ergo paſcenter in zthere cervi 
Et fre.a delituent nudos in littore piſc:3,——/;rg, 
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PRETTY MAN+« 


_ While in ſuſpence our Iriſh project hun gy 


A well-fram'd fiction from this fruitful tongue 
Sooth'd Britain's cares, bade all her terrors ceaſe, | 
And lull'd her Manufacturers to peace: 
The tale was told with ſo demure an air, 


Not wary Commerce could eſcape the ſnare. 


f | BANKS, 


When Secret Influence expiring lay, 

And Whigs triumphant hail'd th* auſpicious day, 
FE bore that faithleſs meſſage to the Houſe, 
By Pitt contriv'd the gaping *ſquires to chouſe ; 
That deed, I ween, demands ſuperior thanks : 
The Eritiſh Commons were the dupes of Banks, 


Gaping *Squives.] The ingeniops and ſagacious gentlemen, who” 
at the period of the glorious revolution of 1784, held frequent 


meetings at the St. Alban's Tavern, for the purpoſe of bringing 


about an union, that might have prevented the diſſolution of par- 
nament; which meetings afforded time to one of the members of 
the propoſed union to concert means throughout every part of. the: 
kingdom, for enſuring the ſucceſs of that ſalutary and conſt.tu- 
monal meaſure, which thro his friend Mr. * he had ſo- 
kmaly- pledged himſelf not to adopts Q 75 


PAELTT Yo 


C . 
PRETTYMANe 


Say in what regions are thoſe fathers found, 
For deep-diſſembling policy renown'd ; 
Whole ſubtle precepts for pervertin g truth, 

To quick perfection train'd our patron's youth, 
And taught him all the myſtery of lies ? 
Reſolve me this, and I reſign the prize. 


BANKS, 


Say what that mineral, brought from diſtant elimes, 
Which ſcreens delinquents, and abſolves their crimes, 
Wheſe dazzling rays confound the ſpace between 
A tainted trumpet, and a ſpotleſs Queen; 

Which Afia's Princes give, which Europe's take g 

Tell this dear Doctor, and I yield the ftake,— 


V. 91. Die quibus in terris, &c 


Virg. 


Mbeſe dasaling rayt.] It muſt be acknowledged that there is 

fome obſcurity in this paſſage, as well as in the following line, 
« Which Aſia's princes give, which Europe's take,” 

of which certain ſeditious, malevolent, diſaffected critics have 
taken advantage, and have endeavoured, by a forced conſtruction, 
to diſcover in them an unwarrantable infinuation againſt the higheſt 
and moſt ſacred characters; from which infamous imputation, 
however, we truſt, the well known and acknowledged loyalty of 
eur author's principles, will ſuſneiently protect him, 
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PIT T. 


Enough, my friends break off * tunelul ſport, 
*Tis Levee day, and I muſt dreſs for Court; 
Which hath more boldly, or expertly lied, 

Not mine th* important conteſt to > decide, 

Take thou this mitre, Doctor, which before 

A greater hypocrite ſure never wore, 

And if to ſervices rewards be due, 

Dear Banks, this coronet belongs to you: | 
Each from that Government deſerves a prize, 
Which thrives on ſhuffling, and ſubſiſts by lies. 


9 
* , - 


v. 106, Non noſtrum inter vos tantas componere lites. Vg. 
V. 111. Et vitulâ tu dignus & hic. 


[The 
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[The following Song by Captain Monars, came tos 
late to be inſerted with the other Songs of that 


gentleman, in page * 


8 O N G. 
THE WESTMINSTER TRIUMPH 
ö * N 
WHILE Vi&ry ſmiles on patriot worth, 
And Wiſdom ſhouts applauſe, Sir, 
What joy to think, amidit our mirth, 
We've fought in Freedom's cauſe, Sir, 
That liberty our fathers won 
Their ſons have well defended, 


And faithfully that duty done 
Which n for man intended. 


CHORU 8, 
For Weſtminſter's free Sons have ſhew n, | 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne, 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


Wk 


See, with what juſt, yet jealous pride; 
Our fathers watch'd the crown, Sir; 
Beneath their eye, no King could ſtride 
Beyond his legal bound, Sir ; | 
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They liv'd in loyal duty brave, | 
While freedom mark'd his ſway, Sir; 
Bnt, when abus'd, that pow'r they gave, 

As quick, they took away, Sir. 


III. ; 


Look. back, and ſee what blood hath ſtain'd 
Our page in civil fight, Sir, 

When 30d Prerogative diſdain'd 
A free-born nation's right, Sir, 

What tears have drown'd this widow'd land 
When monarchs ruled by «ill, Sir, 

And but for patriot Yirtue's hand, 

- Thoſe tears had trickled ſill, Sir. 


IV. 
And now, when Britain's drooping head 


Can ſcarce withſtand its foes, Sir, 
Shall he, whoſe talents kingdoms-dread, 
A deſpot frown depoſe, Sir? 
Shall Britain's King the Whigs diſdain, 
On whom the Empire reſts, Sir ; 
Or, when half's loſt, ſhall Tories reign 
The guardians of the reſt, Sir? 


wy v. 


Shall public good be thus betray'd, 
In Britain's humbleſt hour; 


A falling nation loſe the aid, 


Of wiſdom's ampleſt pow'r ? 


In 
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In days like theſe, ſhall fav'rites dare, 
To rule for court applauſe, Sir? 
And he, who loves the people, bear 
No ſway in. Britain s cauſe, Sir 4 


VI. 
Forbid it Fate, that freemen born 
For public zeal be hated! - 
Dr bend beneath that prince's ſcorn, 
' Whom Freedom's voice created, 
For, no hereditary right 
To Crowns enſlaves our vows, Sir; 
Tis Freedom gives aud binds 'em tight, 
On Patriot Princes brows, Sir. 


VII. 


Then, be the triumph great and gay, 
That crowns our Champion's glory! 

Oh may the bleſt auſpicious day, - 
Long live in Britith ſtory ! 

May endleſs honors grace that head 
In which, with partial hand, Sir, 
Kind Heay'n a choſen light hath ſhed, 

To ſave a ſinking land, Sir. 
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| For Weſtmiuſter's free ſons, &c, &c, 


END OF THE SECOND YOLUME, 
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